MEW BMG ARH eats? fa 


2 LS ~- 


“on 
ev i e i: “. 
<< x 


- 


= 


Wheels Of Rage 


Kurt Saxon 


7 g ILLUSTRATED BY : 
JORDAN '& GRAUTEN 


2 
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all ex-Nazi storm troopers, they outclassed every bike club in southern Califor- 
nia. Being borderline psychotics helped. 

Their exploits got them headlines and jail time. Big Mike Brown, formerly 
George Lincoln Rockwell’s bodyguard, was club president. The book, used 
as a character reference, helped get Mike four years in Federal prison for an 
attempted bombing of the U. N. 

A psychiatrist, after reading ” Wheels”, pronounced it the best study of a 
sub-culture he had ever read. 
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Chapter 1 


About the notorious and 


idiotic [ron Cross 
Motorcycle Club 


The world of the motorcycle outlaw is one which few citizens understand and 
most fear. It is made up of a breed of thugs whose only aim in life seems to be 
to shock and disturb straight people. 

A stripped down Harley-Davidson ridden by a filthy, psychotic brute will 
cause any man to shudder with fear, rage, and surprisingly, envy. For when the 
outlaw gets off his bike and goes into a bar the straight people step all over each 
other getting out of his way. And if four or five straight punks should sound him 
out on why he smells so bad he will take them all on with a screech of joyous 
rage. 

One against five is showing class. And whatever the motorcycle outlaw lacks 
in social grace and refinement, he more than makes up for in class. 

Class, to some outlaws, is taking on impossible odds in a fight and winning. 
To others it might be ganging up on a motorist and destroying his car with 
chains at speeds up to 100 mph. But whatever class is among the different 
clubs it is always violent and usually shocking. 

Class is also partly what keeps the individual clubs together. Each member 
tries to show more class than the other members. If he gets in over his head, 
the other members are obliged to bail him out. From this came the rule that if 
an outlaw gets into a fight with a straight person, no matter what the reason, 
the whole club pitches in to help and stomps the poor straight bastard into the 
ground. 

This makes for a corps spirit you cannot find anywhere else. One man 
becomes ten, twenty, thirty. No matter what kind of a loser he was before he 
joined the club, he is a lion now. So it is pretty easy for a lone outlaw to beat 
five straight people. His club’s reputation has them so scared they are half way 
running just at the sight of him. Every outlaw club has its own image. But 
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although the images might make the various clubs seem as different worlds, all 
outlaws are alike in their fierce love for their machines. 

All motorcycle outlaws respect their machines like they respect no person. 
Out of this respect grows a love few of them can articulate and few non-cyclists 
can appreciate. Their heavy cycles are, without exception, powerful, dangerous 
and a challenge to control. Once the outlaw masters his machine, he has a 
status with himself and among his fellows that makes him contemptuous of all 
not so endowed. 

Disdaining all but the most formidable machines, their stock bike is the 
Harley-Davidson 74. The 74 applies to the engine which is 74 cubic inches. This 
is nearly twice the size of most other big bike engines and the most powerful in 
the motorcycle line. The 74 is the kind of motorcycle the police ride. But the 
lawman’s over- encumbered ”trash wagon” arouses nothing but contempt. To 
the average outlaw, a cop’s bike is fit for nothing but to steal. Once stolen, the 
cop’s or anyone else’s Harley 74 is stripped down to the bare frame. The bike 
is then built up from the frame, using only the barest essentials. Its weight is 
reduced from 600 to about 450 pounds. The large seat and gas tank are replaced 
with half-size styles and when finished the ”chopper” is as sleek and trim as a 
race horse. A truly beautiful machine! 

While driving through a Mexican section of Phoenix, Arizona, I spotted 
five such beautiful machines parked outside a run-down bar. Nearly every club 
allows individually decorated bikes but these were all shiny black and chrome. 
Their sameness caused me to stop and check them out. Their riders were inside 
and I figured that would be as good a place to meet them as any. 

It was dark in there and it took a minute to make things out. I sat at the 
bar and ordered a dollar pitcher of beer. Two hulking cyclists sat a few seats 
down arguing heatedly, but in low voices, about the merits of the shotgun over 
the automatic carbine. I could see the back of one. He was wearing a sleeveless 
denim jacket. Across it was sewn "IRON CROSS M.C.” Underneath was the 
kind of cross the Germans painted on their tanks in World War II. Under that 
was CALIFORNIA”. The other three were in back of me in a booth. They 
were talking about the run they had made to Phoenix and about some sort of 
trouble they were having with some other cyclists. I was trying to overhear 
them but a drunken baseball fan beside me was drowning them out with his 
praise of the Mets. 

He was one of those obnoxious types who think they have everyone interested 
when, in fact, everyone wishes they would leave. He was annoying the bikers in 
the booth and I heard one of them say, ”I can’t stand that creep. Let’s stomp 
him.” Another one said, ” No, let’s put him down, instead.” 

One of them left the booth and came to the bar and ordered another pitcher. 
I later learned he was Paranoid George. He was short and chunky with long 
stringy black hair and the wildest eyes I have seen outside a nuthouse. He had 
a skull and crossbones sewn on the front of his colors. Beside that was a patch 
reading ” Paranoid”. 

The two left in the booth were Samson and Pinocchio. They were both 
giants. Samson had long blonde hair and Pinocchio was more clean cut. As 
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they drank their beer out of the large pitchers they looked like Vikings who 
would think nothing of destroying everyone around them. 

While the bartender was drawing another pitcher of beer, the baseball fan 
was telling him, ” Now, you see, the National League has the Mets...” 

Paranoid George interrupted him, ” Hey, Mister, what’s the Mets? Is it like 
the clap or something?” 

The baseball fan answered, ” Why, the Mets are a baseball team. The best 
team there is. I’ve followed the Mets since they were organized.” 

One of the bikers at the bar got up and said, ” My mom followed troop trains 
during the war. She wore army shoes. Do you wear baseball shoes?” 

Before the baseball fan could answer, Paranoid George said, ” Mister, I still 
think the Mets is some kind of disgusting disease. Are you sure you ain’t just 
putting me on because I’m ignorant and been deprived?” 

The biker on the stool nearest me, known as Gargantua, said, ” No, Paranoid, 
the Mets are a baseball team. People like William Ehrens root for them.” 

This encouraged the baseball fan and he said, ” Yes, some of the best people 
root for the Mets. By the way, pard, who is William Ehrens?” 

Gargantua answered, ” William Ehrens was convicted of the rape-slaying of 
a six year old girl in Chicago.” 
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While the baseball fan was sorting this out Gargantua moved over a couple 
seats and sat beside him. Then he said, confidentially, ” You being a fan of the 
Mets, maybe you can clear up a rumor about them. You know the one about 
how they carry on in the showers. Tell me, are any of them normal?” 

The baseball fan looked like he was going to start slugging. He said, ” Why 
you must be crazy, man. The Mets are as normal as you are.” 

” Oh, I’m just so glad,” said Gargantua and leaned over and gave the baseball 
fan a sloppy kiss on the mouth. 

The baseball fan jumped up off the bar stool and left, shuddering with rage 
and embarrassment. All the bikers had a good laugh over the put-down and 
spirits were high. 

The two bikers at the bar went back to the end of the room to play the 
bowling game and I struck up a conversation with Paranoid George, still at 
the bar. I said, ” You guys did a beautiful job on the bore. He was driving 
everybody nuts.” 

He answered, ” Yeah, Samson wanted to stomp him but I figured it would be 
better to put him down. That’s more fun a lot of times because you take a guy 
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like that and you really blow his mind and he remembers it longer than if you 
just thumped on him. Besides, we’re partying and in a good mood anyway.” 

I ordered two pitchers of beer and he accepted one. I asked him about the 
state of the motorcycle clubs in California after the publicity and the Hell’s 
Angel movies and all. 

He said, ” Well, most of the stuff they wrote about the Angels was lies. They 
never had as many guys as the papers said and all that rape stuff was crap. 
A lot of it was to sell papers and a lot was to make the politicians look good. 
They thumped the Angels pretty much out of sight.” 

”*We’re not exactly like they were, though. We dig bikes and guns and 
partying. We like the life a lot.” 

”T figured you for a political group,” I said, ” Like, your bikes, all black and 
your hard line looking colors. I write and you people look like you’d be good 
subjects for a story.” 

He said, ”I don’t know about political. I voted once and I didn’t like it. As 
far as stories are concerned, we guys don’t give interviews. If you want to write 
about us you better talk to our president, Big Mike Brown. We’re staying on 
the other side of town. We made a run here from L.A. for a party. Big Mike 
can give you a real story and maybe someone’ll get killed ’cause some of the 
guys want to take over the club and they think the Phoenix guys and some of 
us’ll go against Big Mike.” 

He rambled on about plots and mutinies until he finished his pitcher and 
then we all went outside. The guys started their scooters and peeled on out of 
the lot and I followed them in my car. We got across town without incident and I 
was ushered into a middle class home packed with the most raunchy assortment 
of savages I had ever seen. There were a least a dozen in the front room. They 
were all drinking beer and most of them had pistols in their belts or rifles within 
arm’s reach. There was no tension in the air. It was just as if they were always 
this way. I later learned that they were usually armed for what they thought 
were emergencies. 

They were laughing at some joke we had missed and paid no attention to us 
as Paranoid George led me through the mob to a bedroom. Here were Big Mike 
Brown and his lieutenant, Noah, a bearded monster who was a dead ringer for 
Al Capp’s Earthquake McGoon. They were talking to Mike Murray, a clean cut 
young Honda rider and owner of the house. In a corner of the bedroom was a 
young girl having hysterics. From what I heard and found out later, Big Mike 
told Murray: 

”*These guys are asking for a shootout and some of them are your friends 
and we don’t know which side you’re on. So if you’re with them we'll leave and 
go across the street and open up on everybody. But if you’re for us, we’ll stay 
here and let’em have it when they show.” 

With that the hysterical girl began to squall louder. Murray answered that 
he was for Brown’s faction but his wife (the one who was wailing) was only 
eighteen and pregnant and quite nervous and upset and had not seen so many 
hoodlums in one room and you really can’t blame her for not wanting all these 
strangers having gunfights and maybe stabbings in her home. 
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Big Mike, being more mannerly than a regular hoodlum, gave Murray his 
promise that he would not go killing or beating anybody in their home and that 
it would be a neutral territory. 

No sooner had he promised this than in walked Fat Jim, one of the opposing 
faction. He took a seat on the couch in the front room and apologized to all 
concerned for his lack of faith in their fearless leader. He blamed all the trouble 
on Raffles. 

Raffles was a doped up psycho who had gotten in with the Iron Cross when 
his own little scooter group disbanded. I was told he stole a couple of their 
motorcycles and various sums of money. Why they had not wasted him before 
was a mystery. Apparently they just had not gotten around to it. 

Being a smooth talker, Raffles had won over several of Mike Murray’s punks 
and through some sort of idiot logic he thought he had most of Big Mike’s people 
on his side. 

A few minutes after Fat Jim arrived somebody said, ” Hey, here he comes.” 

Noah asked, ” Who?’ 

” Here comes Raffles.” 

Noah said, ” Let me get him.” 

Then Noah went to the door and threw a thug called ”Pigpen” a Walther 
P-38 and told him to back him up in case Raffles got the drop on him and if he 
did get the drop on him, then Pigpen was to waste him. 

Noah then went out the door to meet Raffles. Raffles immediately pulled a 
knife and threatened to gut Noah ”like a goddam hawg.” Noah then pulled a 
14 shot Browning pistol and shoved it up to Raffles stomach. Raffles was high 
on acid and laughed and said, ”Oh, put that stupid thing away. You won’t do 
nothin’.” 

There was then a scuffle in which Noah took away the knife and threw Big 
Mike the Browning and confiscated Raffles’ 45 which he had not drawn from 
his belt. 

Raffles was then dragged into the house and questioned. He was out of 
his gourd on acid and seemed to think he was a North African oil potentate 
and needed a mediator. After listening to him babble for a few minutes, they 
beat him up a little bit and threw him out. Later that afternoon a character 
they called Shotgun” arrived from Northern California. He had gone from one 
outlaw club to another for years looking for the one that fit his ideals. 

He cast motorcycle outlaws in the same mold as the old western outlaws. To 
Shotgun, the Iron Cross members were all socially disinherited heroes creating 
their own justice. 

Shotgun heard about the trouble with Raffles but still considered him an 
insane friend, not having been stung by him personally. That evening he was 
out in the yard and quite drunk when Raffles, still stoned, drove up in a jeep. 
He got out yelling that he wanted his 45 back and Shotgun welcomed him like 
a long-lost friend and tried to get him to get back into his jeep and drive to the 
nearest bar. 

Raffles was willing but before they could get to the jeep they were blocked 
by the Mad Hatter. He ran the Napa, California chapter and had hated Raffles 
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long before Big Mike had let him into the club. As Shotgun tried to get Raffles 
past the Mad Hatter to the jeep, the Mad Hatter was working himself into a 
screaming rage. ”You’re a cop!” he yelled at Raffles. ”You’re a damn police 
plant!” Then he started punching Raffles while screaming, ” Fight, you bastard, 
fight!” 

When it penetrated Raffles’ fogged brain that he was being attacked, he 
started slugging. Then the Mad Hatter stepped back and drew a pistol. After 
first theatening to shoot Raffles, he began pistol-whipping him. After losing a 
lot of blood and a dime-sized piece of his skull, Raffles retreated to the jeep and 
drove off to a hospital. Shotgun, now in a drunken rage, went storming into the 
house screaming, ” Damn, I don’t never get to talk to nobody.” 

With all this going on, I waited for the Phoenix police to mob the place. 
But no fuzz showed at all. By the time the party inside settled down to a dull 
roar, I went looking for Big Mike for that interview. But he had ducked out 
and was on the town burning credit cards at Phoenix’s better watering places. 

Paranoid George emerged from the john dressed in a neat sweater and slacks 
and looking like a Berkeley college professor. He invited me for a night on the 
town with him and a 270 pound weight lifter and black belt Karate man from 
Dallas called ” Brogan”. Also to go was Shotgun, who was pretty sober by now. 

Brogan had a string of credit cards as long as his arm and took us to a very 
nice restaurant in a Phoenix hotel. He explained the simplicity of getting the 
credit cards and using them with no intention of ever paying, which he called 
*burning” them. 

He would rent a room for a few weeks and write to various credit card 
distributors such as gasoline companies, restaurant chains and others. Most 
companies would send the cards on trust. Then Brogan would move and use 
the credit cards until their expiration dates ran out. 

While the cards were still good, the Iron Crosses lived like kings. Each meal 
was a banquet and this was no exception. Paranoid George ordered Lobster 
Newburg, I ordered Crab Louie, Shotgun ordered a double order of German 
sausage and Brogan two filet mignon steaks. During the course of the meal, 
Brogan ate both steaks with all the side orders and drank five Zombies. Shotgun 
drank five double tequilas and neither he nor Brogan seemed more than a little 
tipsy. 

It struck me then that these people could get staggering drunk at a party 
after only a few beers but be hardly affected by lots of hard liquor in public. 

The dinner went on for hours as my three hosts told me about how great 
it was to be a member of the Iron Cross Motorcycle Club. The way Paranoid 
George and Brogan talked, they were a combination of the French Foreign Legion 
and Africa’s white mercenaries. 

Shotgun explained that with the breakdown of society, the rugged individual 
could once again come into his own. He painted a picture of the armed biker 
becoming the Jesse James of the future. They all seemed to have dreams of 
becoming folk heroes in the best Zane Gray tradition. As they went on to tell 
me how they would snuff all their enemies, anyone who tried to keep them down, 
I was beginning to believe them. 
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After several stories of their club’s ferocity, they went to girls and I learned 
Brogan was going with Paranoid George’s sister. I met her later. She was 
passing pretty and a little silly but not so crazy as her brother. 

Paranoid George did not have a steady girl at the time. Shotgun joshed him 
about his fat wife who he had recently driven to her mother’s and thrown out 
onto a trash pile. Paranoid George did not mind the kidding. He seemed to 
take his women as he found them. He told me, ”I like women who are dirty and 
mean and vicious, ’cause that’s the only kind there is.” 

When the party ended Paranoid George was fast asleep. Brogan cuffed him 
a few times but a simple beating would not wake him. We thought we would 
have to carry him out but Shotgun solved the problem by reaching over and 
pouring a pot of scalding coffee in his lap. 

I had not checked into a hotel that day, so after the blast Brogan used his 
credit cards again. He booked Shotgun and me into a deluxe motel double and 
he shared one with Paranoid George. Shotgun went to sleep as soon as he hit the 
bed. I tossed in mine for what seemed hours, dreaming or imagining thousands 
of enraged motorcycle bandits roaring into sheep-like masses of ” enemies” . 

It came to me that they were not just a bunch of hoodlums on shiny Harley- 
Davidsons. They were a private army, well armed, disciplined, able to prey on 
the merchant class for their needs and with hangers on all over the Southwest 
where they could get together for rest and recreation. It then occurred to me 
that even their drinking habits revealed them. I had noted before that they 
became quite drunk when at a party among their own. But they maintained 
an unconscious control, although drinking much more, when among strangers. 
This is a trait of professionals; always wary when among possible enemies. 

Another ominous aspect of their otherwise clownish natures was their cold 
hatred toward those they considered enemies. Somewhere in my dreams there 
were Vikings on motorcycles splitting people’s heads open with battle axes. 
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Chapter 2 


Big Mike lets it all hang out 
and A Biker’s Wedding 


When I awoke in the morning Shotgun was gone. For a moment I felt both 
abandoned and free. When I left the air conditioned room I was almost knocked 


down by the nearly ninety degree heat and it was only a little past nine. 

Looking around, I saw my hosts across the court. Brogan was showing off his 
strength by lifting the front end of a Volkswagen while Shotgun and Paranoid 
George marveled. 
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The owner of the car was bustling around Brogan telling him he was strong 
and that was nice but to please leave the car alone. Shotgun assured him 
Volkswagens were built for rough treatment while Paranoid George was busy 
taking off the hubcaps. 

When the car’s owner scurried off to call the police, I mentioned how hungry 
I was and asked Paranoid George if he wasn’t hungry too. This took their minds 
off the car and we left for breakfast. After another fabulous feed on Brogan’s 
credit cards, we stopped off at a bar for great pitchers of cold beer. 

When we finally got back to Murray’s place, everybody was hustling around 
loading up. I went to my car and found four of Big Mike’s thugs in it all ready 
to travel and fully equipped with carbines and six-packs. 

I asked one of my passengers if they had lost their scooters. 

He answered that they had come in a car and had parked outside a bar last 
night and some degenerate stole it. (They had stolen it in California.) 

He further explained that they had liberated a brand new Camaro for the 
ride back but Big Mike would not let them use it. Three of them were on parole 
in California and so were in Arizona illegally. 

Big Mike figured a car with Arizona license plates filled with California 
motorcycle thugs would look out of order. They did not want to attract attention 
so they were riding with me. I was thrilled. 

After a lot of shouting and gunning of engines, the caravan was assembled. 
There were eighteen cycles, a camper and three cars. The camper was the repair 
shop and was used to haul tools, spare parts and busted up scooters and their 
riders. It took up the rear to be on hand for any accidents or breakdowns. 
The car directly in front of the camper had been souped up by its driver, an 
ex-moonshiner from Tennessee. It could do 130 mph and could outmaneuver 
anything on the road. 

There is a kind of clown who thinks it is funny to sideswipe a motorcycle. If 
this happened on an Iron Cross run, the fast car would take after the offender, 
chase him down and hold him for the bikers to catch up to him and kick him to 
death. 

My four passengers were pretty orderly except for hollering and giving the 
finger to other motorists. But by the time we got to Blythe, California, they 
felt secure and were also well liquored up. We were at the head of the caravan 
when we were overtaken and passed by a car lit up with flower designs and peace 
symbols. Two hippies were in the front seat and the one on the passenger’s side 
reached out and gave us the finger. He probably had held back while passing 
the rest of the column lest someone see the insult in a rear-view mirror and cut 
him off. 

But as he passed us he hit the gas and sped ahead, undoubtedly feeling safe. 
My passengers went wild, nearly pounding me to death to get me to catch the 
hippies. I new it was either the hippies or me so I drove like a madman. 

As we approached the little town of Desert Center, I prayed for cops. The 
two bikers in the front seat were pounding the dashboard urging the car on. In 
the back seat, I heard carbine bolts slipping into place. 
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Ahead, a tractor pulled out onto the highway and the hippies nearly hit it. 
They swerved across the road and nearly plowed into an oncoming oil truck. 
When they got back on their side of the road, they started throwing suitcases 
and tools out onto the highway hoping we would bounce over them and crash. 

As we sped through Desert Center I looked for the law but I don’t think they 
ever heard of police. After dodging the hippies trash, I finally overtook them. 
The thug at the right rear window began firing through the hippies’ open rear 
windows. There was no damage done a the bullets went in one window and out 
the other. The terrified hippies believed they were going to be shot. 

After about the fourth blast, they swerved off the road at ninety miles per 
hour. They immediately caromed into a sand dune and flipped end over end 
and out of sight. 

My riders went insane with glee and pounded me harder than when they 
were urging me on. I was finally accepted. The rest of the trip was uneventful 
except when we passed a car with both rear windows open and no one in the 
back seat. Our trigger man had found a new game. He must have fired through 
a dozen cars but we were not caught and there were no complaints against the 
club. 

When the caravan got to Big Mike’s house in Glendale I was congratulated 
by all concerned. I was coming to believe that this club could get away with 
anything and it felt good even to ride along on its coattails. 

Big Mike set up an appointment next day for the interview and I left with 
my four companions. The trigger man, Ape, had a bunch of credit cards like 
Brogan. The five of us must have burned three hundred dollars in the next few 
hours. 

The bikers cleaned up and we went to three of the best restaurants and then 
bar-hopping with the swells on Sunset Boulevard. We each picked up a starlet 
and checked into a plush hotel. It was getting to me, I had to admit. Before, I 
had to watch my pennies and now I could live like a king on a friend’s piece of 
plastic. But here I was, feeling like a child turned loose in a candy shop when 
the scroungiest Iron Cross member took this kind of living for granted. 

Next day I drove over to Big Mike’s for that interview. His home was spotless, 
in sharp contrast to the slovenly bikers lounging around. The Bullwinkle cartoon 
show was blaring on the TV and the bikers watched, fascinated, as Edward 
Everett Horton narrated a fractured fairy tale. 

Big Mike’s two year old son was under the couch swinging a coke bottle 
and trying to clobber a hulking German Shepherd puppy. The pup was yelping 
and snapping at the pudgy fingers grasping the bottle’s neck. Its mother was 
skulking fretfully around the couch, grumbling and snarling instructions, not 
daring to bite the child but rooting for her offspring nonetheless. 

When the last cartoon was over, Big Mike turned off the set, kicked out the 
dogs and put the child in its playpen. Then he got out a six-pack and we all 
settled down for the interview. 

Like most motorcycle club presidents, Big Mike was democratic in the ex- 
treme. He never pushed his men around and gave few orders. There were rules 
everyone had to follow but he did not exclude himself. His job was more friendly 
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director than overlord. 

Some of his men were bigger, some smarter, some meaner. But none had 
the flair for being ”on” all the time. The Profile could grandstand continually, 
a job few of his men could stomach. He was also an excellent manager and 
troubleshooter, tasks that left his troops confused and helpless. 

Seeing how well he got along with his men, I asked him if there were many 
mutinies. He told me about Indian’s twenty-four hour stint as president. 

Indian, a happy neurotic who thought there was nothing to running the 
club, challenged Big Mike for its leadership. Since Big Mike knows his people 
and likes a joke, he told Indian he could have the club. Things started going 
downhill for Indian immediately. 

As Big Mike tells it: ” Indian, Pigpen, Samson, Paranoid George and Richard 
were crashed over at Indian’s pad and partying. A dog had been barking and 
barking and it was just driving Indian nuts. So he went next door and tried to 
kick in the door, saw the dog, took a shot at it and missed. So the neighbors 
called the cops over that and nothing happened.” 

”Then he felt he should give his troops some action so they went down 
the street. There was a bunch of dopers down there, you know, popping pills, 
blowing grass, mainly just being vile and degenerate. And they were such a 
bunch of scumbags that, this being a Mexican neighborhood, even the Mexicans 
complained about them.” 

”So the fearless five went crashing in there, bashing in the door, kicking 
everybody out of bed. They thought they were gonna run into super big fight. 
The first person they kicked out of bed was a naked broad and she went running, 
screaming outside. They threw a couple more out the windows, girls, both of 
them not wearing anything, didn’t have a stitch on.” 

”*The two girls still there started saying, "Oh, wait ’til our boyfriends get 
back. They’ll take care of you!’ So Paranoid George said, ’Well, fine, we’ll just 
sit here and wait ’til your boyfriends get back.’ So they slapped ’em around a 
bit and waited for their boyfriends.” 

”They didn’t come so after about a half hour, they got bored and left. 
This was about three o’clock in the morning. By about three-thirty they were 
partying again over at Indian’s.” 

”Then the front door came crashing in and there was a whole bunch of cops 
with shotguns. They rousted Indian’s wife out of bed with a shotgun in her face 
and ran everybody outside.” 

”The girls they had run amuck on came up the street about then. It seems 
that the best looking one of the bunch, who looked nineteen, was only thirteen 
years old. I guess they had thrown her naked and screaming out of bed. Anyway, 
she had pressed charges for attempted rape on Paranoid George and Pigpen. 
And since she was so young, both Paranoid George and Pigpen were booked on 
child molesting.” 

” Well, they were hauled off to the clink. We got our signals crossed and I 
think a day later Paranoid George called me up and said, ‘I’m in jail.’ I said, 
T’m not responsible for you; Indian is. What are you in for?’ Paranoid George 
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says, Child molesting.’ I says, I’m not going to get you out on child molesting’ 
and hung up. 

”So Indian called me later and told me the whole story and said the bail 
was $300. I figured, well that’d cost thirty bucks apiece to get them out. But it 
wasn’t; they run them on a 288; crime against a child. When I called our bail 
bondsman he said no, the $300 is not the bail but the whole fee to get them out 
It was $3000 apiece bail!” 

”T figured for that kind of money I’d just let’em sit in the pound for awhile. 
Two days later the thirteen year old dropped the charges but it did sort of put 
a damper on the new leadership in the Iron Cross. Indian figured he just really 
couldn’t stand the headaches, plus Pigpen and Scooter had loaded his garage 
with a whole bunch of parts. Sad to say, most of those were hot. That’s one of 
the things I should have put my foot down on; they were going to Watts and 
around there and stealing everything on two wheels.” 

”They had all those parts in my garage and my landlord told me if I didn’t 
get every single bike, including my own, out of that garage, I was going to get 
evicted. So I got a’hold of those two and I said, ’Get this garbage out of here.’ 

”So they threw it in the pickup and ran it out to Indian’s. Then Indian got 
an eviction notice and unloaded them on Bob, a prospect. But poor Bob had to 
get his stuff out; his parents told him that they wanted that junk out of there.” 

” Anyway, with all the hassling he hadn’t looked for, Indian was glad to step 
down. There hasn’t been any bids for power since.” 

I asked him about the aims of his organization and pointed out that there 
seemed to be a lot of chaos and confusion. 

He said, ” Yeah, but we can function in chaos; we can perform. You might say 
it’s part of our training. When everyone else about us is losing their heads, we 
keep ours. We’re used to confusion so we’re able to take over in such situations. 
We’re getting ready for total chaos. Then we’ll really shine.” 

”You think maybe people will vote you into power then?” I asked. 

”*Vote? Hell, man,” he said contemptuously, ” We’ll just take over.” 

*But would that be right?” I asked, so square I wondered later that they 
didn’t kick me out. 

At this, Paranoid George butted in, ”Now you approach this thing and you 
don’t moralize or philosophize. Power comes out of the gun barrel. You want to 
deny it, you better run like hell when the shit hits the fan. Because then when 
everything is out in the open and the phonies freeze up we, us types, will really 
get it on and then we’ll grab off territory you wouldn’t believe.” 

Then Noah, the club’s pastor, said in a prayerful tone, ” There are them who 
has who are weak and them who don’t have who are strong. And I’m serving 
notice on everybody, Lord, things are going to change hands.” 

T asked, ”But, won’t you guys get stomped?” 

Big Mike answered, ” We’re always getting stomped anyway, so what’s to 
lose? Besides, the collapse of the establishment will produce casualties in every 
group. But those prepared, like us, will survive as a group. Then our rise to 
power will simply be a repetition of history. It’s happened before, you know.” 
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” Before the Roman Empire collapsed,” he continued, ” it manifested much in 
the same way we see now, disorder, chaos and anarchy in the society we live in. 
There was no way of enforcing law in the last days of the empire. Rich men left 
their houses with armed teams of fifty to a hundred men because of the crime, 
the criminals, the beggars and just plain scum that inhabited the last vestiges 
of the empire.” 

”Roving bands of desperate types grew out of the conditions of chaos in 
crumbling Rome. Many of them later migrated northward to what we know as 
Germany, France, Scandinavia, England and predominantly northern Europe.” 

”In the last days of the empire there were a few people, like some we have 
today, who tried to stop the deterioration and degeneracy that heralded the 
collapse of the empire. Unfortunately, they were too few and they were stoned, 
speared, crucified and otherwise killed by roving mobs of people who could see 
nothing but their own greed.” 

”*The Roman Senate itself often dissolved into sword fights. Platoons of 
slaves worked to clean up the blood left on the Senate floor after each session. 
The Senate today hasn’t gotten to this particular style of settling disputes, 
probably because they’re too chicken. At least they are at the moment.” 

” As the empire collapsed, these roving bands of brigands worked out their 
tactics. And soon you had maybe five mounted horsemen swoop into a village 
and loot it. These people were just like a lot of people in the old west after the 
Civil War, before the advent of the twentieth century.” 

” These brigands had no code of ethics; no scruples. Anyway, five of them, 
perhaps, would swoop down on a village. They went in hacking down anyone 
they didn’t like and would rip off what they thought they needed and disappear 
into the forest.” 

” As these bands of migrant bandits became stronger and stronger with from 
five to ten to fifteen men, they grew into private armies. There was no govern- 
ment in the middle ages of that time of any sort. The only thing with authority 
was the Catholic Church and they weren’t particularly interested in protecting 
the possessions of anybody but the Catholic Church.” 

”So here were all these private armies and one day, it’s lost in antiquity; 
nobody knows when, someone decides, ’Well, look, there’s fifty of us, all armed 
to the teeth and we’re all mounted. Now, there’s a village down there with 
maybe a thousand people. They’re relatively defenseless. They have only garden 
tools; they have no armor; they have no horses; they have no knowledge of war. 
Let’s us bop down there and take over.’ So that’s precisely what happened.” 

* Fifty of them would go rumbling into a town of a thousand people and 
they’d herd them into the town square. Then their leader would tell the people, 
*Look, you’re under our domain.’ Anyone who protested got killed.” 

”Well, the ones who were left who had any moral or intellectual caliber 
figured, "These people may be here on top of us but on the other hand, they’re 
protecting us.’ So out of this evolved the feudal system of the middle ages.” 

” Today, the European nobility is primarily descended from these mounted 
bandits who moved in, took over a town and kicked all the peasants in the tail.” 

”*Eventually, as they had nothing to steal because it all belonged to them 
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anyway, they settled down. Then they designed coats of arms and established 
the age of chivalry. Then it became the fashion to right the wrongs and free 
the oppressed and so forth. However, at the time, most of the wrongs were 
created by them and the oppressed were their own people. They overlooked 
these things.” 

”There are many similarities between the robber barons and mounted ban- 
dits of the middle ages and the motorcycle clubs of today. The surcoats of the 
knights were simply a piece of cloth slung over your armor to identify which 
particular gang you belonged to. And the biker’s colors are the same thing. 

”The people in outlaw motorcycle clubs today are the same type as the old 
robber barons. Hoodlums, thugs, people who just can’t seem to make a living; 
they seem to instinctively develop a style to pattern themselves after those old 
bandits.” 

That just about covered the projected aims and aspirations of the group. 
Anyway, we were interrupted by a pack of bikers assembling at Big Mike’s 
before going to Gorilla Snot’s wedding. 

Gorilla Snot was as scroungy a biker as I had ever seen. His nickname came 
from 3-M gasket sealer which the bikers all called gorilla snot. The name fit 
him better than it did the sealer. He was truly vile. 

He had decided to get married so all the outlaws around pitched in to give 
him a sendoff to hell. One of the bikers wanted to break his lease so the wedding 
was to be held at his place. After a few cases of beer, the wedding got underway. 
The altar was a chopped hog set up in the middle of the living room with its 
black oil dripping on the wall-to-wall carpet. Everyone was in their greasy glory. 

Noah was to marry the couple. He wore a backward collar, a Levis cutaway, 
a leather shirt and a German helmet. The bride wore her greasy Levis, a black 
blouse and a black veil. The groom wore a black Abe Lincoln hat, a black shirt 
and his greasy Levis. The best man and maid of honor were just as scroungy. 

The wedding went on amid sniggering and poking and goosing among the 
onlookers. Noah and the bride and groom were dead serious, probably for the 
first time in their lives. 

Noah, rattled by the heckling, was reading the part where it says, 

” And do you take this woman and her affections” but instead read ” And do 
you take this woman and her afflictions.” 

One of the bikers standing near Noah had been married several times so 
when he recognized the mistake he guffawed. This set several others off and 
Noah became enraged. He reached out and grabbed the laugher, jerked him 
forward and kneed him viciously. Then he threw him back into the pack. 

A couple of the laugher’s friends dove for Noah but Big Mike and Samson 
threw them down and began kicking them while the bride and groom waited 
patiently. 

With all the turmoil, the neighbors must have called the law. About that 
time there was a banging at the door and someone screaming, 

”Come out with your hands up; this is the police.” 

Pinocchio threw open the door and yelled, ” What do you mean, come out 
with your hands up? It’s a wedding in here, you son-of-a bitch.” 
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One of the four policemen repeated, ” A wedding?” 

”Come on in, you shit,” said Pinocchio. ”See for yourself.” 

The four lawmen filed in looking at the weird scene in ill-concealed amaze- 
ment. One of them stopped by one of the laugher’s friends, sitting on the floor 
rubbing his kicked jaw. 

”Man, you’ve been worked over,” said the cop. ”Do you want to press 
charges?” 

” Blow it out your ass,” was the reply. 

After looking over the bride and groom, the head officer said to the others, 
” Hell, if these people are getting married to each other, they don’t need no more 
trouble. Let’s go.” 

When the wedding was over everybody kissed the groom and shook hands 
with the bride. Then one of the bikers took off his boot, leaving inside his sock 
which he hadn’t changed in months. He filled the boot with beer and champagne 
and passed it around. 

One of the straighter citizens, half gassed for courage, remarked, ” Gad, how 
disgusting. How could anybody drink out of a filthy boot like that?” One of the 
bikers took out his upper plate and when the citizen wasn’t looking, dropped it 
into his glass of beer. After the citizen took a long swig, the biker said, ” Hey, 
gim’me that there glass. There’s my false teeth.” He yanked them out of the 
glass and put them in his mouth. 

The citizen then had a near fatal case of the dry heaves. 

A gigantic cake had been ordered, plenty big enough for fifty people. One 
biker pushed his portion into his neighbor’s face. That started off a cake throw- 
ing battle and fist fight that finished the cake and destroyed the apartment. 
The fight was all in fun but the place was a shambles. 

The tenant knew he would be jailed if the landlord found him in the wrecked 
apartment. A passed out biker was laid out in it and was partly covered with 
flowers and beer cans. Looking around, the tenant said, ”I wanted to break 
the lease but this is ridiculous.” Then he announced that he was going to move 
immediately. 

The drunken bikers cheered him and agreed to help him move. Each grabbed 
up an armload of home furnishings and staggered out. One even went out with 
the tenant’s garbage. Two carried out the console TV and tied a rope around 
it. They attached the rope to one of the scooters and its rider went off dragging 
the TV down the street. There were knobs and tubes strung out for a block 
and a half. 

The bikers had ordered a couple of gross bouquets of carnations. They had 
decorated their scooters with them and now looked like a flock of crazed garbage 
men celebrating a wedding on motorcycles and collecting the trash at the same 
time. 

In the exodus the whole block was littered with bedding, garbage, phono- 
graph records and kitchen utensils. Except for a couple of suitcases full of 
personal effects the former tenant had nothing left. But Ape had just gotten a 
Mastercharge Card, good at department stores and the tenant’s wife loved to 
go shopping. 
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When the last of the furnishings had been jettisoned, the bikers went roaring 
around the neighborhood terrorizing everybody. At Big Mike’s command they 
finally assembled and headed toward the local Shakey’s Pizza Parlor. It was 
run by a paranoid type who was known to order motorcycle outlaws out of the 
place. 

The attack was led by Pigpen and Samson, called by Big Mike, ” The lilies 
of the field,” because ’they toil not, neither do they spin.” They were masters 
at going into a restaurant, eating their fill and then causing so much trouble the 
manager was glad to see them leave without paying. 

First they drove their motorcycles into the place and scared all the customers 
out. Then the rest of the bikers crowded in and began a mad dance on the tables 
and benches. They also stole several cases of beer from the locker. One of the 
bottles had a cockroach in it and Pinocchio was screaming at the manager 
demanding their money back. 

At the sound of police sirens there was a wild scramble for the door. Within 
moments the place was cleared and the drunken bikers were heading off in all 
directions. The wedding party was a huge success. 
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The Amateur robbers try 
to rip off the Establishment 
and there is a Bonnie and 
Clyde gunfight in a quiet 
Neighborhood 


Cash finances were a constant hassle to the club. It is true they had the 
credit cards that Brogan, Paranoid George and Ape were burning. 

They lived pretty good on them. They ate at the Ramada Inn every night 
and they ate steaks and drank beer and generally lived like kings. Also, all the 
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gas was free. 

However, the day-to-day realities of being broke was a tremendous incon- 
venience. Apartment rents, a monthly rent of $150 on the clubhouse, frequent 
bail, motorcycle upkeep and general expenses all take cash. 

Most outlaw bikers are uneducated or too unstable to qualify for good jobs. 
Big Mike sells insurance, Black Bart is a draftsman and Paranoid George often 
works for a shyster lawyer intimidating witnesses. 

Pigpen and Samson won’t work at all. One of the group is on welfare for 
being insane. The others don’t consider what they do for a living to be a fair 
question. It naturally follows that they will resort to banditry if they think they 
can get away with it. 

Though not being criminals in the strictest sense, they do occasionally at- 
tract those of the criminal element. Big Mike works fast to exclude such types 
lest his club get a bad reputation. 

A couple of characters called Fuzzy and Whodat joined the club and started 
using it for their own commercial purposes. Fuzzy approached Big Mike one 
day with a tale of woe about one of his friends who was busted and in jail on 
some traffic warrants. Actually, the friend was a pimp and feared that his stable 
of girls would stray if he was locked up for long. Big Mike did not know this so 
he used the club’s bondsman to bail the creep out. 

The pimp promised to pay the bail back but never did. The pimp’s best girl 
got busted for armed robbery. Big Mike decided to let her stay in jail because it 
was too likely she would skip. She was bailed out by her mother and promptly 
went on another robbing spree. First she tried to rip off a motorist stopped at 
a red light. He would not open the car door so she put a round through the 
window. 

Then she went into a bar and lured a guy out to her car. He thought he was 
going to get a little but instead she put a gun in his face. He didn’t think much 
of that. 

Her next stop was at a laundromat. She stuck her gun up to the owner’s 
belly and demanded his money. Just then some customers came in so she hid 
her gun, kissed him goodbye and left. 

Then Fuzzy and Whodat started pulling armed robberies. 

Big Mike told them, ”I don’t care what you do on your time but just don’t 
do it in Glendale.” 

They continued with their petty stickups very near Glendale until Big Mike 
threatened to rip off their colors. 

Then he lectured the group on the evils of crime: ”I don’t mind someone 
sticking up a bank or something like that but when you start picking on private 
citizens, that shows a complete lack of class. Here’s some poor slob that works 
for a hundred bucks a week. To rip him off for fifty and put a dent in his 
economy; I really can’t see that.” 

One of his thugs was a professional bank robber. Big Mike is a little bitter 
because he didn’t let anyone in the club in on it but still admires the guy for 
what he did. 
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They called him Whispering Smith. He seldom spoke above a whisper unless 
he was angry and chain-whipping someone. Big Mike did not find out what he 
was doing until he was caught doing it. He hit about thirty banks and they 
charged him with eleven. 

His method of operation was to take a scooter and hit a bank just after 
it closed. He wore a bullet proof vest, a helmet and a face shield. He would 
smash the glass door with a 45 automatic, go in, vault the counter and make 
everybody lie on the floor. 

When he cleaned out the till, he and his partner would speed off on the 
motorcycle. After going a couple of blocks they would turn a corner and shoot 
up a ramp into a panel truck. 

A witness saw him turn into a lot and go into the truck and alerted the 
nearest police car. There were squad cars all over the area and the truck was 
soon surrounded and blocked. After a hysterical scene by a scared detective 
with a bull horn, Whispering Smith opened the doors and surrendered. 

The North Hollywood Police Department admitted that had the three de- 
cided to fight it out they could have taken half the N.H.P.D. with them. As it 
turned out, Whispering Smith got nine years in prison. 

Paranoid George figured if Whispering Smith could do it, he could do it too. 
He got together with Pinocchio and Ape and they planned to surprise Big Mike 
with the money for a scooter parts store. 

With his usual brilliant logic he figured Friday evening was the best time 
to hit the bank because then there was more money for cashing checks. That 
Friday they showed up in one of the busiest banks in Los Angeles. They had 
left their colors home and were wearing business suits. 

Paranoid George and Pinocchio got in line and Ape stood near the door as 
lookout. After waiting twenty minutes in line, Paranoid George was fidgety and 
anxious. The man in front of him was reading a newspaper so that he did not 
see the line move up another body. Paranoid George gave him a little push lest 
someone sneak into the empty space. 

The man looked around angrily and said, ”Stop shoving, you hippy punk.” 
Before he knew it he was on the floor and Paranoid George and Pinocchio were 
stomping him. Ape left his post by the door and rushed over. He added a few 
practiced kicks at the offender’s rib cage before a guard shoved him aside. 

The frenzied guard drew his pistol and screamed, ” Let this man alone. Back 
up. Somebody call the police!” 

Pinocchio snatched the guard’s gun and banged him on the head with it. 
Then, in all the yelling and rushing about, the three Dillingers ran like hell. 

A week later they were riding around, still intent on a robbery, and Paranoid 
George saw a neat little bank in the suburbs. This time Ape planned the caper. 
They would write a note and hand the teller a sack for the money. The only 
paper they had was a grocery list and Ape wrote their demands on the back of 
it. 

They went into the bank and Paranoid George stepped up to the nearest 
window and handed the teller the sack and the note. 

She read aloud, ” Loaf bread, two cans Spam, Granny Goose potato chips.” 
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Paranoid George said, impatiently, ” Turn it over, man.” 

The girl turned the paper over and read, spelling out the mistakes, ” Give 
me all YOR money or I will blow YOR HED—?” 

She was by then giggling out of control. 

Then she signaled the girl in the next booth, ” Marcy, read this robbery note; 
you won’t believe it.” 

Ape, who was standing behind Paranoid George, asked angrily, ” Does that 
mean she ain’t going to give us the money?” 

Paranoid George and Pinocchio each grabbed one of Ape’s arms and hustled 
him out of the bank. A little later Big Mike made a plan of his own. He was 
standing in line at the unemployment office when he saw a Brinks man carrying 
a money bag past the side door. Figuring that the single guard would take the 
money bag around back, he thought he had a pushover. 

He got together with Noah and Black Bart and laid out his scheme. Since a 
single guard walked around in back of the unemployment office and out of sight 
of the armored truck it would be easy. Big Mike and Noah would wait around 
in back for the guard. Noah would grab hold of the guard’s drawn 357 Magnum 
and Big Mike would knock him out and take the money bag. Black Bart and 
the two others would loiter near the truck and if the driver got out to aid his 
partner, he would be shot. 

The next Friday morning at ten, Big Mike and Noah positioned themselves 
at the back of the building. For Big Mike it was sweaty palms all the way. 
But he figured on taking at least $25,000 so the tense minutes would be very 
worthwhile. 

Big Mike and Noah saw the Brinks truck pull up at the curb and they 
scrunched down out of sight. They waited for what seemed ages and then were 
startled to hear the truck rev up and pull away. Not trusting their ears they 
waited for Black Bart to come back there and tell them what was happening. 

Sure enough, he came charging around the corner yelling, ” Hey, we’ve blown 
it, man. We’ve blown it.” 

At that, Big Mike thought they were going to have to shoot their way out 
so he pulled out his gun and got ready. Then Black Bart explained that the hit 
was off. He led them around near the side door and showed them the deposit 
drop box. 

What had happened was that the guard had carried the money bag just past 
the side door and put it in the deposit drop built into the wall. That’s why only 
one guard did the job. He was under his partner’s guns all the time. 

While Big Mike was still smarting over this humiliation, a friend offered him 
$300 to burn a building down for the insurance. Big Mike was agreeable and 
that night he went to the building with a keg of gunpowder and spread it all 
over inside. Then he struck a match to it and it went up and he took off. 

Next day, the friend called and said, ” Hey, I thought you were going to do 
a job for me.” 

Big Mike answered that he had done it and the friend told him the building 
was still standing. Big Mike went back to the scene and found that the fire had 


25 


CHAPTER 3. THE AMATEUR ROBBERS TRY TO RIP OFF THE 
ESTABLISHMENT AND THERE IS A BONNIE AND CLYDE GUNFIGHT 
IN A QUIET NEIGHBORHOOD 


been put out. The building was in a Mexican neighborhood and an old woman, 
suspicious of Gringos, had watched him. 

When she saw the flames she called the fire department and they were able 
to put the fire out before it had done much damage. Big Mike would have been 
glad to do it all over again but the owner decided to remodel the place. 

Due to the miserable luck in their criminal careers the bikers were very 
depressed. Several of them, including Big Mike, got jobs. This took the edge off 
their problems but a few working outlaws never achieve security for the whole 
club. 

While the bikers went over more plans to rip off the establishment, Fuzzy 
and Whodat were still pulling petty heists. Big Mike and his lieutenants were 
deliberating what to do with them. 

One day they heard that Fuzzy and Whodat had stuck up a cleaning shop 
in Glendale. It’s a stupid bird that fouls its own nest and the club had, so far, 
been on the best of terms with the Glendale police. 

The first step in repairing the damage to the club’s honor was to call the 
club’s bail bondsman and recall Fuzzy and Whodat’s bonds. The next step was 
to catch them and rip off their colors. 

The next day, Big Mike stopped off at the clubhouse after work and found 
two scooters missing, along with a lot of tools. It was an inside job and there 
was no doubt that it was done by Fuzzy and Whodat. 

Figuring this was the last straw with those two, he went home and got his 
45 automatic and a 38 police special and a couple of boxes of ammo for each. 
Then he went to collect two trigger-happy killers called Muskrat and Ten-gun. 

Muskrat had been a hit man for a gang in Boston and had killed three of 
the competition. He was one of those cold eyed killers that make legends. 

Ten-gun had wasted an undisclosed number of people in slum wars. He got 
his name for carrying so many guns whenever he went anyplace. 

Big Mike decided the bikers should go on the hit in business suits. This was 
so they might get the job done before they were noticed. 

He first went to Muskrat’s and found he did not have a suit. What clothes 
he had on were bad enough but the rest of his clothes were rags and garbage. 

Big Mike decided to get Ape’s Mastercharge Card and buy Muskrat a suit 
from one of those late opening stores on Hollywood Boulevard. 

They went over to get Ten-gun and found he had a suit so it was no time at 
all before they went storming over to Ape’s for the credit card. 

Ape’s wife, Sylvia, let them in and said Ape was out watching a dirty movie. 
The three sat around for about an hour drinking Ape’s beer and waiting. While 
they drank, the hi-fi next door was blaring and getting on Big Mike’s nerves. 

Sylvia said the hi-fi belonged to the landlord, a young guy whose dad had 
given him the building for a birthday present. She said the hi-fi drove her nuts 
but Ape was an animal and nothing bothered him. 

Besides, the landlord was pretty liberal on the rent payments and Ape 
wanted to keep on the good side of him. She also mentioned that the land- 
lord was the exact same size as Muskrat and had oodles of suits. Big Mike 
figured they could save a lot of time ripping off one of the landlord’s suits. 
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They could also do something about the hi-fi for Sylvia’s tip. Big Mike and 
Ten-gun went to the next apartment and banged on the landlord’s door. 

When he opened it Big Mike briefly flashed his Sheriff John police badge 
and said, ”LAPD Narcotics. Get back. We’re searching the place.” 

The landlord was about twenty-five and was wearing a gold Nehru jacket 
and obviously phony sideburns and moustache. 

”You got a warrant, pigs?” he asked. 

Big Mike didn’t like that a bit because when he plays a role he believes it. 
In his best Dragnet style he said, ”Okay, Supermouth, shut up and put your 
hands against the wall. Now, spread those feet, slob.” 

Ten-gun searched him and emptied his wallet of a whole fist full of bills. The 
landlord did not see this. In the wallet was also a gun permit. 

”You got a pistol; where is it?” Ten-gun demanded. 

” Forget my pistol, cop,” snapped the landlord. ”It’s legal and I don’t want 
you to touch it. And be careful. My old man owns this whole block. He’ll have 
you guys busted off the force.” 

Big Mike grabbed him and shook him like a rat. ”Look, creep,” he said, 
”Now, you’re being particularly vile and degenerate, not to mention obnoxious 
and obstructing justice. Tell us where the pistol is or ’ll break your head.” 

By this time the landlord was beginning to suspect but this only made him 
afraid for his life. He led them into a bedroom and pointed to a closet. Ten- 
gun searched it and found the pistol along with two packages of marijuana, one 
broken. 

” Aha,” chortled Ten-gun. ”A lid and a half of grass. I got to give you your 
rights. You got the right not to say nothin’. And if you talk, you'll get screwed 
over no matter what you say.” 

”You guys aren’t cops,” said the landlord. ” Who put you on to me?” 

Big Mike was going through the line of suits in the closet. Most of the suits 
were Nehru style but he finally found a business suit. He had meant to smash 
the hi-fi on his way out. 

Instead he said, putting his arm around the landlord’s shoulder, ”It’s like 
this, friend; this is a classy neighborhood and you got that hi-fi blaring so we 
can hear it for blocks. We figure you just have to be a rich swinger with lots 
of goodies and most likely dope. The easiest kind of hit. People like us just 
naturally zero in on people like you.” 

”How much did you pay for the suit, Mac?” asked Ten-gun. 

”'Three hundred,” answered the landlord. 

” Okay,” said Ten-gun, ”Since you’ve been so generous we'll let you off easy 
this time.” 

Leaving the landlord standing in the bedroom, Big Mike and Ten-gun left 
and went back to Ape’s place. 

Muskrat was delighted with the suit but they had forgotten to get him a 
shirt and tie to go with it. Ten-gun was all for going back to the landlord’s but 
Big Mike insisted on going to the store. By the time they had gotten Muskrat 
all squared away and had watched the late movie on TV, it was one a.m. 
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It only took a few minutes to drive over to where Fuzzy and Whodat were 
crashing. Big Mike went up to the door and knocked. His plan was that when 
Fuzzy opened the door he was going to shoot him. Then they would all move 
in and gun down Whodat. 

No one answered the door but the three had seen lights go off when they 
stepped on the porch so they knew they were in there. Muskrat told the other 
two to spread out because Fuzzy and Whodat were going to start firing through 
the door any second. 

Big Mike stopped knocking and yelled, ” You sons-of-bitches; if you don’t 
come out and fight me fair, ll come in there after you.” 

A bullet whistled through the door just under Big Mike’s nose and he 
bounded back to the street with the others. They ducked behind a station 
wagon and opened up. Muskrat put a straight line hip high across the front 
door while Big Mike and Ten-gun shot out all the windows. 

There was a lot of wild and ineffective firing from inside because they did 
not dare show themselves. The men in the street had the best fire cover and 
clearly had the upper hand. 

After about five minutes and about a hundred shots, the door opened and a 
stick with a dish rag tied to it came out a little above floor level. Big Mike and 
the others stopped firing and Muskrat hollered for them to come out with their 
hands up. 

Big Mike hurried to put a fresh clip in his 45 in hopes of hitting them both 
when they showed. 

Instead, the girl bandit stuck her head out and screamed, ” Would you shoot 
a woman, you dirty bastards?” 

Big Mike hollered back, ” We don’t want you. Haul your ass out of there and 
get back to your pimp?” 

The girl replied, I’m afraid your guys will rape me.” 

Ten-gun then yelled, ” How do you rape a whore?” 

At this, the girl raised a pistol and fired wildly at Ten-gun and shot Muskrat 
in the leg. Then Big Mike emptied his clip into the building and Muskrat got 
up off the street and started firing again. 

By this time the building was riddled and Big Mike was running out of 
ammo. 

He said to the others, ”Let’s stop for awhile, we’re getting low. We'll wait 
for them to come to the window and start firing, then we’ll kill them and take 
off.” 

So they waited and waited and waited and nothing happened. After a half 
hour had passed, Big Mike was debating on what to do next when the first 
car from the police department arrived. Muskrat suggested they put their guns 
down and they all laid their guns on the pavement. There were several squad 
cars coming from both directions by this time. 

The first one to reach them stopped and the cop behind the wheel asked, 
”What’s going on?” 

Muskrat answered, ” Well, we were receiving fire from that building. But 
they haven’t stirred in the last half hour. We’re worried about them.” 
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The cop looked at the house and said, ” From the looks of that wreck, there, 
it’s unlikely anyone inside would be alive. Didn’t that occur to you?” 

Ten-gun looked at Muskrat and said, ” He has a point. Why didn’t we think 
of that?” 

In a few minutes there must have been fifty cars from the police and sheriff’s 
departments. It was learned later that the neighbors had thought the three 
gunmen were either Mafia or FBI and so no one called the police. It was Fuzzy 
and Whodat who had called for help. 

After running out of bullets, Fuzzy and Whodat and the girl had lain around 
on the floor in the back room waiting for the police. Amazingly none of them 
were hurt. 

In a few minutes, all the combatants had been searched and handcuffed. 
The girl was raising a minor flap accusing one of the deputy sheriffs of copping 
a feel. They were all then taken to jail and booked but released on bail within 
twenty-four hours. 

The sheriff’s department tried to get the owner of the building to press 
charges. As Big Mike got it from a deputy, the head of his department called 
the man and told him what had happened. 

When he asked him to press charges the owner said, ” What are you, some 
kind of nut? I got insurance on that house. I ain’t going to press charges on no 
motorcycle gang. As if I didn’t have enough troubles.” 

Then he hung up. There were a whole string of charges like property dam- 
age, assault with intent to kill, disturbing the peace, discharging a firearm in 
a residential area and rape. The last charge was brought against Fuzzy and 
Whodat but later was dropped. Fuzzy and Whodat refused to press charges 
and Muskrat naturally wouldn’t charge a girl. Probably no one will ever be 
even brought to trial. 

As an aftermath, Big Mike was crashing at the clubhouse with Muskrat 
after partying all Saturday night. They were both asleep at ten a.m. when a 
dynamite blast went off on the roof. 

Big Mike jumped up and grabbed a gun and hollered, ” What was that?” 

Muskrat just rolled over and said, ” A low grade explosive.” 

Big Mike ran outside and saw a tall, thin kid with long black hair and 
engineer boots running away. He couldn’t fire because he had a shotgun and 
there were innocent people between him and the bomber. 

There was not much damage to the clubhouse except for a hole in the roof 
over the john. But it was enough to get them evicted. 

Big Mike put out contracts on Fuzzy and Whodat for general reasons and 
especially for the bombing, which he was sure Fuzzy had arranged. Still, it was 
not likely Fuzzy or Whodat would ever be taken as they had probably left the 
state and changed their names. 

A few days later, Big Mike, Noah and Paranoid George were driving around 
in the camper. When they got to downtown Glendale they saw one of Fuzzy’s 
friends walking along window shopping. They double parked and Noah and 
Paranoid George jumped out and grabbed the wretch and threw him down. 
They figured he must know something for when he recognized them he jumped 
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up and started fighting like a wildcat. It took all three punching and kicking to 
quiet him down. 

They intended to take him out into the desert and question him as to where 
Fuzzy and Whodat were. If he did not tell them what they wanted to know, 
they meant to kill him. They dragged him out into the street and tried to stuff 
him into the back of the camper. 

At that he began fighting again and trying to tear away from his captors. A 
crowd had gathered on the sidewalk and in the street behind the camper. 

One old lady commented to her neighbor, ”It’s funny that three strong men, 
especially that big hairy one, can’t manage one young man. I guess it’s the 
devitalized foods. It’s the Communists, you know. They’re devitalizing our 
food.” 

”'That’s not exactly it, Maam,” said an old gent a few onlookers away. ” You 
see, Maam, that boy is plenty excited. And when a person’s excited he’s harder 
to handle. I know, I worked in a madhouse once.” 

By this time the victim was weakening and yelling in terror. He was actually 
screaming like an animal. Big Mike was ashamed for him. Big Mike and Para- 
noid George were in the camper pulling on him and Noah was outside trying to 
push him in. 

Then another old man came up and whacked Noah across the back with his 
cane and hollered, 

”Police brutality. Cossacks. Release the lad.” 

Noah gave a howl of rage and turned on his attacker. Startled, Big Mike 
and Paranoid George relaxed their holds. The victim broke loose and ran like a 
scalded dog. Noah faced the old man speechless with rage but did not hit him. 

Big Mike jumped out of the camper and said to the two, ”Let’s go before 
we get booked on attempted kidnapping.” 

It turned out that the person they were trying to grab did not know what 
they thought he did. Had they taken him out and questioned him they would 
probably have ended up killing him. Big Mike said he was sort of glad that they 
didn’t. 
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Death is closer to the motorcycle outlaw than to the operator of any other 
vehicle on the road. This causes a defiance of death that serves to bring death 
even nearer. The lack of a safety helmet, the bare arms, the reckless weaving 
through fast traffic at breakneck speeds suggests a suicidal maniac. But it is 
not true that the outlaw biker has a death wish. Instead of courting death, he 
has contempt for it. Instead of wanting to die, he wants to live, totally, without 
compromise or quarter. 

Freedom in the ultimate is his demand and if his demand is not met, he 
seems to prefer extinction. 

To the outlaw biker there is no such thing as a traffic jam. Roads are 
incidental. He will cut through a fence and go across a field or leave the highway 
and race across the desert leaving squad cars floundering in the sand by the 
freeway. 

With the motorcycle’s mobility and style, coupled with the rider’s terrible 
courage, the threat of death is a weak thing to be despised. And if it comes, he 
has certainly met it headlong, without flinching; with class. 

When a biker is killed on the road, his funeral is a solemn event. There 
is a general truce among the nearby clubs if they have been quarreling. Even 
the police show their respect as they escort the ranks of bikers attending the 
funeral. 

Quite an accident happened when a mob of Knight-riders were storming 
along on the freeway about three o’clock in the morning. The victims were a 
young outlaw called Rollio and his girl friend who was riding on his bike behind 
him. 

A red Volkswagen cut in front of the leader of the formation. The leader 
put on his brakes and skidded around the car. Rollio, just behind the leader, 
slammed on his brakes and whether he hit the rear of the leader’s bike or just 
lost control is not known. He bounced to the left to the center divider and was 
scrambled along a hundred yards of freeway fence. 

The fence shredded him like cheese through a grater. One of his legs was 
left hanging on the fence. He was cut in half and pieces of him were strewn all 
over the freeway. The girl riding with him had her pelvis pushed up into her 
rib cage. She died at ten o’clock the next morning. 

The Iron Crosses were friendly with the Knight-riders and partied with them 
occasionally. Even if they had been feuding, such a tragedy brings clubs together 
in a common bond of sentiment. 

The funeral was held Monday morning at Valhalla Memorial Park in Bur- 
bank. The newspapers said there were one hundred scooters there but Noah 
counted over two hundred. What with cars and people coming on busses, there 
must have been four hundred mourners. The main clubs in attendance were the 
Knight-riders, the Iron Cross, Satan’s Slaves and the Chosen Few, a black club. 

After the funeral, the main body of Iron Cross people went to Glendale and 
about a dozen took off for Hollywood. Going down past Hollywood Boulevard 
and Highland the bikers were held up by a traffic jam. 

Ahead on the sidewalk were about eight Hare Krishnas jiggling around and 
beating tambourines and chanting. The Hare (ha-ree) Krishnas are a Hindu sect 
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whose members, ex-hippies for the most part, dress in white robes and shave 
their heads. They are the most intense pacifists and preach love and reverence 
for all life. 

It is little wonder that the mere sight of them drove the Iron Crosses into 
fits of screaming rage. Gunning their engines, the bikers tried to force their way 
through the crowds of tourists and hippies surrounding the Hare Krishnas and 
flowing out into the street among the cars. 

There were about six motorcycle police trying to unjam the traffic and dis- 
perse the pedestrians. When they saw the howling scooter thugs bobbing up 
and down in the chaos and getting closer, they flew into a frenzy. Knocking 
civilians in all directions like so many sheep, they cleared an area a few yards 
from the sidewalk in the path of the bikers. 

About that time, a pack of rowdies on the sidewalk took up the Iron Cross’s 
cry of ”Kill the skinhead freaks!” As they moved in and began shoving the 
unresisting Hare Krishnas, a squad of excited patrolmen barreled through the 
crowd and began clubbing rowdies and Hare Krishnas alike. 

When the first of the line of bikers forced their way between cars as far as 
the motorcycle police, the cops lashed out at them with their clubs. Pinocchio 
punched one of them in the mouth and sent him sprawling. Pinocchio was 
wearing a German flak helmet which looked like a great wash bow! shielding 
his head and shoulders. Two of the police jerked him away from the rest and 
after tearing his helmet off, handcuffed him and then beat him with their clubs. 
Noah grabbed a tourist and threw him across the small clearing against the two 
policemen on Pinocchio. 

As the bikers filled up the clearing, the police drew their guns and sent out 
calls for reinforcements. The patrolmen on the sidewalk had handcuffed three 
of the Hare Krishnas and a member of Gay Liberation who had clobbered a 
cop with a ”Gay Power” sign. In the distance were the flashing lights of several 
squad cars trying vainly to get to the disturbance. 

Noah, looking down a policeman’s gun barrel, was yelling, ” How come you 
keep us away from those evil spawn of Satan? It’s your duty as a Christian to 
release the power of the Lord against those funny looking people.” 

With the arrival of more foot patrolmen the cars moved and the mob was 
soon dispersed. The bikers were by then surrounded by police and were loudly 
demanding the release of Pinocchio. The police flatly refused to give him up. 

As soon as a squad car could get through they stuffed him into its back seat, 
prodding him with their clubs. Pinocchio kicked out at one and knocked him 
half way across the street. Soon the bikers were alone except for some tourists. 
Noah called Big Mike and asked him to send the camper for Pinocchio’s scooter 
and to call their bondsman. 

At the Hollywood jail it took five burly policemen to take Pinocchio, cursing 
and struggling, into his cell. They opened the cell door and threw him inside. 
He immediately got off the floor and went around threatening to brain the other 
prisoners, mostly blacks, if they got out of line. 

Banging his cuffs against the bars, he hollered, ” You goddam pigs have 
jailed a innocent man. You think you can throw me in here alone with all these 
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niggers? But I ain’t alone; I got Jesus Christ.” 

An hour later the club’s bondsman had come and bailed him out. 

As he left the cell area, one of the blacks called to him, ” You show a lot of 
class, baby. In our book, you prisoner of the month.” 

That night about twenty-five bikers were in the clubhouse partying. They 
were discussing the funeral, the Hollywood riot and Pinocchio’s running amuck 
on the Hollywood police. Big Mike said the charges against Pinocchio were 
assaulting a police officer, rioting and resisting arrest. No one was hurt so Big 
Mike figured, with a plea of temporary insanity, they could get him off with a 
small fine. 

Paranoid George and Ape had gone out for more beer and as they came 
back, Ape saw a red Volkswagen parked a block from the clubhouse. Ape went 
over and caved in its door with a fierce kick. 

Paranoid George asked, ” How come you kicked in that car’s door, Ape?” 

Ape answered, "It was a red Volkswagen that killed those people at the 
funeral, wasn’t it?” 

”Yeah,” said Paranoid George, ” but what makes you think this is the same 
red Volkswagen?” 

”What makes you think it ain’t?” was the reply. 

Paranoid George’s eyes lit up and he said, ” Let’s get the guys and execute 
this car.” 

Ape responded, ” You mean kill it, really, in a ceremony, like?” 

Paranoid George said, ” You go get the others. Tell ’em to bring their guns. 
Meanwhile, [’ll hotwire it and we’ll take it out on Angeles Crest Highway and 
do it in with a lot of real heavy symbolism.” 

Ape took Paranoid George’s case of beer and rushed back to the clubhouse. 
Paranoid George put his engineer boot through the car’s right side window and 
reached in and opened the door. Then he got in and went under the dash and 
by the time the other bikers had streamed out of the clubhouse, he had the little 
engine purring. 

Not all the outlaws had their weapons, so Big Mike stopped by his home 
and got about ten 30-06 rifles and a case of ammunition. Then the camper, the 
red Volkswagen, three cars and twenty scooters moved on toward the Angeles 
Crest Highway. 

A few miles out they went off the road and over a small hill. They parked 
the Volkswagen in the middle of a large depression and built a bonfire near each 
fender. 

The next step was to decide whether to just blaze away at the Volkswagen 
or to make runs against it with their bikes. Ape said they could do it both ways, 
so they decided to first make runs at it. Five were on foot and no one would 
loan his bike to a neighbor for any reason. To keep peace five with bikes agreed 
to let a man ride behind him on his run. 

Then arose the question of what guns were practical for shooting from a 
motorcycle whether by the one controlling it or by the passenger. It was gen- 
erally accepted that a pistol or the light semi-automatic carbine were best as 
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they could be operated with one hand while the other hand was free to guide 
the bike. 

Shotguns and 30-06s were agreed by most to be too heavy to aim with any 
effect using only one hand and impossible to pump in extra shells while on the 
run. 

Ape said he could shoot and reload even if he was a passenger, which he 
wasn’t since he had his own bike. A thug called Ginch, who had come in the 
camper told Ape he couldn’t do it, and especially riding tandem. 

He explained that either way, the recoil would cause him to lose his balance 
and riding behind someone, he wouldn’t have a purchase for his feet to hold on. 

Ape told Ginch he was a damned fool and didn’t know anything and should 
shut up. This enraged Ginch, so he grabbed up a heavy Eddystone Enfield 
loaded with armor piercing ammo. Then he went over to where Pinocchio sat 
on his bike and hopped on behind him. 

Pinocchio gunned his machine to life and circled the Volkswagen then headed 
straight for it. Ginch managed to get a fair shot off holding the rifle with one 
hand. But when he released his hold on Pinocchio to work the bolt, he fell off 
and broke his arm. 

He got up yelling in pain and rage. The other bikers were howling with glee 
at his plight. 

Rushing over to Ape he screamed, ” You son-of-a-bitch, I told you it couldn’t 
be done. When this here arm heals, I’m gonna kick your ass.” 

Then he went to Big Mike and asked to be taken to a hospital. When 
the laughter had died down, the bikers mounted in a line and headed in single 
file for the Volkswagen. Most of those who had shotguns or 30-06s contented 
themselves with one shot before sheering off. 

Ape, however, was going to show up Ginch. He took his first shot and tried 
to ride no hands over the bumpy turf while he struggled with the bolt. Instead 
of sheering off as he approached the Volkswagen, he slammed into it and was 
thrown clear over it. 

The ten bikers following him continued to blast away while Ape screamed 
for them to let him get out of the way. Some of the bikers even took second 
runs while Ape tried to burrow into the ground. 

When the shooting was over Ape scrambled up and cursed everybody. Then 
he examined his bike and found the front wheel and fork demolished and five 
bullet holes in the frame and engine. 

When Ape got his wreck out of the way and into the camper, all the bik- 
ers, including Ginch, formed a half-circle around the Volkswagen. At a signal 
from Big Mike, they solemnly raised their guns and fired point-blank into the 
Volkswagen. It actually seemed to shudder and die. 

Then they threw all the guns into the camper and mounted up and began 
to leave the field. Before getting into the camper, Noah lit a fuse attached to 
five sticks of dynamite and threw the bundle under the Volkswagen. Then he 
leaped behind the wheel and roared after the others as the Volkswagen went up 
in a fall of fire and splinters of tin. 
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Four miles away from the scene, they met about twenty highway patrol and 
police squad cars coming from Glendale, lights flashing and sirens screeching. 
When the police saw the bikers, they slowed and over half went to a turn-off 
and raced back. 

Noah plunged ahead honking the scooters out of his way and got to the 
front of the formation. With all the guns in the camper, he didn’t intend to get 
caught. As he pulled ahead of the column, the bikers spread out and slowed 
down.’ 

When the squad cars approached the bikers and the three cars, they couldn’t 
get through. To add to the sirens, they all honked and one crazed highway 
patrolman emptied his pistol into the air. At this all the bikers skidded to a 
halt. 

Big Mike got off his scooter and rushed back to the lead squad car. 

Confronting the highway patrol captain at the wheel, he said, ”Sir, this is 
the last straw. We were within the speed limit and you go blowing your mind 
and shooting at us. I’m taking your number and...” 

The captain snarled, ” You shut up, punk. There was shooting back there and 
an explosion and you guys had something to do with it. Now, you’re blocking 
our way and that camper is escaping off down the road. You have your people 
pull over to the side, right now, or ’ll book all you trash.” 

Big Mike hollered for the bikers to pull over and they did so, very slowly. 
While the others stumbled around on the highway Pinocchio and Paranoid 
George went back past the squad cars and dragged a terrified motorist from 
his car. 

They hustled him over to Big Mike and the captain and Paranoid George 
said, ”Here’s a witness, captain. He’ll testify to your loud and abusive language 
and ungentlemanly conduct.” 

They left the motorist standing there gibbering and went to their bikes. 
When the motorist broke and tried to run back to his car, the captain’s partner 
jumped out and clubbed him to the pavement. Then he threw him into the 
back seat of the squad car. By this time the camper was long gone. With no 
adequate description from its pursuers, it was not stopped. In a few minutes 
Noah dropped Ginch off at the hospital and then went to Big Mike’s where he 
and Ape unloaded the arsenal. 

A few days later some of the bikers were at the clubhouse repairing Ape’s 
machine. A call came in from an anonymous woman that the Warlords, a club 
in the valley, were going to come and have it on against the Iron Cross that 
evening. It seems the Warlords had heard that Big Mike and his people were 
looking for a Warlord called Poet with the intent to kill him. That meant the 
Warlords were obliged to gather their forces and come shooting. 

A few years ago, clubs settled their differences with fists, motorcycle chains 
and knives. Today, beating and stabbing is reserved for fellow club members 
and citizens. The reason clubs are so gun oriented now is the national mania 
for firearms. Most adult Americans own one or more guns. There are at least 
one hundred million rifles and pistols in private hands. That is more small arms 
than are held by the Russian and American armed forces combined. 
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Since motorcycle outlaws are extremists in everything they do, they probably 
have more guns per man than any group in the country except perhaps the 
Minutemen or the Black Panthers. It is a certainty that any club outguns the 
local police department. 

The promise of a gang shootout was the kind of thrill every member relished. 
It had never happened before except for minor skirmishes between a couple of 
members from one club shooting at a couple of members from another club. 
But this was supposed to be one whole club shooting at another whole club. 

Several members couldn’t believe it would happen so they did not show up. 
They had been disappointed so often in life they no longer believed in anything. 
Twenty-three optimists did come in, however, and brought eighty-four guns, 
about five thousand rounds of ammo and ninety-two six packs of beer. 

They waited until about ten o’clock and nothing happened. 

Then Big Mike called up Crow, president of the Warlords and asked him 
when they were going to attack. Crow said his club was not attacking. He 
added that a woman had called them and said the Iron Cross was coming to 
shoot up the Warlords. He complained that someone had driven by an hour ago 
and fired several shots into their building and he had presumed Big Mike was 
behind it. 

Big Mike denied everything and invited Crow to come partying sometime 
soon. Then he hung up and started to go out and call down the men posted 
on the nearby roofs. Before he got to the door a bullet ripped through it and 
narrowly missed him. More shots rang out and it sounded like a war going on 
outside. 

Big Mike and the rest grabbed their guns and ran out the back way. By the 
time they got around to the street, it was all over and the gunmen were climbing 
down from the roofs. Black Bart got down from the clubhouse roof with his 
Tommy-gun as Indian and Richard descended from a building across the street. 
He told Big Mike that it was the girl bandit who started the shooting. She had 
driven by and cranked three rounds into the clubhouse and they had all opened 
up on her. Indian said her car was like a sieve but she still got away. Richard 
added that Snuffy Smith, the ex-moonshiner and Ape had taken off after her in 
Snuffy’s souped up car. 

Big Mike figured the police would be there soon so he told the bikers to put 
all their weapons in the camper. Then he had Noah drive it over to his place. 
Next he had all the empty shells picked up off the street and sidewalks and hung 
an out to lunch sign over the bullet hole in the door. 

Just then three Glendale squad cars pulled up in front of the clubhouse. 

Six policemen got out and confronted Big Mike. ”We just got a report of 
some shooting over here. Who were you shooting at?” 

Big Mike took a swig of beer and answered, ” What shooting? Nobody’s 
been shooting around here, man. We been partying for hours.” 

”*Don’t give us that garbage, Brown,” said one of the officers. ”I can smell 
gun smoke. It’s hanging all over the place. You guys have been shooting and 
don’t try to deny it.” 

”You want to search the clubhouse for weapons?” asked Big Mike. 


37 


CHAPTER 4. A DOUBLE BIKER’S FUNERAL AND HANDLING 
COMPETITION FROM OTHER CLUBS 


” Forget it,” said the officer. ” We’re wise to you. You’ve probably got your 
guns in that goddamn camper heading out someplace to hide them. We’re not 
as dumb as you think.” 

Paranoid George said, ” You couldn’t be, man.” 

The police got back into their cars and after glaring sternly at the bikers they 
drove off. Big Mike and the others went back inside and resumed partying.” 

When the girl bandit began firing at the clubhouse , Black Bart let loose 
with a volley from his Tommy-gun which riddled the passenger’s side of her car. 
Across the street Indian had pumped two loads of buckshot through the car’s 
roof and Richard had hit it four times with his Eagle 45. 

Snuffy Smith and Ape had been parked down the street drinking beer and 
waiting for some sort of hit-and-run raid. As the girl bandit fired at the club- 
house, Snuffy started his motor and peeled out after her. 

Thinking she had a milk-run like at the Warlords, she was horrified at the 
artillery barrage she got. Weaving all over the street in hysterical panic, she 
headed madly for Colorado Boulevard. 

Snuffy would have caught her in no time if she had kept to the street. But 
she was on the sidewalk half the time or else on the wrong side of the street. 
Other cars were stopping suddenly or swerving in her way, making a real obstacle 
course for Snuffy. 

Ape was rattled at the risks Snuffy was taking. He had his door unlatched 
ready to jump out if Snuffy slowed down. When they skidded around the turn 
on Glendale Avenue, Ape hollered, ” Let her go, damn it. You’re going to get 
us both killed. You can shoot her some other time. Let’s go back.” 

Snuffy said, ” Hell, I don’t want to shoot her. I ain’t never seen driving like 
that. I love her.” 

By this time several squad cars were converging on the girl bandit and her 
pursuers. For several blocks more there was nothing but flashing lights and 
sirens and screeching brakes and panicked motorists and pedestrians. 

Snuffy and Ape knew they were going to be caught so Ape took their pistols 
and threw them into a clump of bushes as they turned on Chevy Chase Drive. 
Then they pulled over and got out and waited for the nearest squad car. 

Up ahead on Brand, an old lady tooling along in a Marketeer Caddie Car 
was crossing directly in front of the girl bandit. The girl swerved to avoid the 
caddie car and stopped on the sidewalk. Immediately she was surrounded by 
cops and dragged from her car. 

The little old lady pushed her way in between the police and yelled, ” Young 
puss, driving like that and scaring a body out of her wits. And that miniskirt 
and those naked legs; if I had a board...” 

One of the policemen took her by the shoulders and ushered her to her cart 
saying, ”Don’t interfere, lady. Go home and watch Merv Griffin or something.” 

She got into her cart and shouted back at all of them, ” You’ll let her go. 
It never fails. An old lady never gets no justice from a bunch of horny cops.” 
Then she drove off angrily. 

After the police had searched Snuffy and Ape, they led them the half block 
to where the other officers were examining the shot up car. 


38 


CHAPTER 4. A DOUBLE BIKER’S FUNERAL AND HANDLING 
COMPETITION FROM OTHER CLUBS 


One cop seemed to be lecturing the others. ”Now here are two bursts of 
buckshot pretty close together. That was done by an expert. There are at least 
four hits from what appears to have been a 45. On the passenger’s side, from 
the pattern, it’s obvious that this car has been worked over with an automatic 
weapon.” 

The police all stared at the girl bandit and one asked her who had been 
shooting at her. She said, ”How should I know? A girl can’t go anyplace in 
Glendale and be safe. There’s nothing but a lot of rapists in this town, anyway.” 

When Snuffy and Ape joined the group, the head officer said, ”I know who 
she is now. She’s the young Ma Barker who was in a shootout with some Iron 
Cross guys a while back.” Then he searched her car and found the pistol under 
the seat. 

He sniffed the barrel and said, ”From the smell of this it’s been fired, I'd 
say, just a few minutes ago.” Then he told them all about their rights and had 
them loaded into squad cars. Policemen drove the girl’s and Snuffy’s cars and 
everybody went down to the station house. 

The captain at the desk knew there had been some shooting at the clubhouse 
and had pretty well pieced the story together. 

He questioned the girl and tried to get her to press some good charges but 
she would only charge Ape and Snuffy with attempted rape. The captain didn’t 
even bother to write that down. 

He asked Snuffy if the girl had shot at them. Snuffy said, ” Well, she’s a 
strange piece, alright, but she didn’t shoot at us.” 

The captain then asked why they were chasing the girl and Ape said, ” We 
saw her car was all shot up and thought she might be in trouble and need help.” 

The captain gritted his teeth and said to the girl, ” Young lady, I don’t know 
why you keep coming in contact with these people but I advise you to stay 
away from them. I’m charging you with possession of an unregistered hand gun 
and transporting it in an auto. I’m also going to impound your car for further 
investigation.” 

To Snuffy he said, ”I’m charging you with speeding, reckless driving and 
failure to pull over when signaled by the officers. Now you people go call your 
bondsmen because I’m going to lock you all up until someone comes for you.” 

When the girl bandit and Snuffy and Ape were led off, one of the officers 
said, "Is that all you’re charging them with? We saw...” 

The captain interrupted, ” You saw some pretty wild driving and that’s all 
anyone in the department saw. We know these people were shooting at each 
other and we know there was a whole string of felonies committed tonight, but 
we can’t prove anything. 

”The girl won’t tell the truth or press any sensible charges either out of fear 
or obstinacy. She was certainly fired on and was obviously being chased by 
persons she had good reason to fear. Under the circumstances, her wild driving 
was a justifiable attempt to escape bodily harm.” 

An hour later the club’s bondsman and the girl’s mother came to bail them 
out. Snuffy and Ape left immediately but the girl’s mother stayed to chew out 
the police. 
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She raged at the captain, calling him every name she could think of. Then 
she said, ” You’re just a bunch of dirty men always abusing my little girl. She 
never did anything wrong. She’s always been a lovely child, no thanks to her 
father, and I want you brutes to let her along.” 

Then the girl bandit said, ”Can the shit, Amy. Let’s go home and get 
bombed.” 
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CHAPTER 5. BIG MIKE GOES POLITICAL AND THERE IS A RUN-IN 
WITH A CAR CLUB 


For weeks the Los Angeles Free Press had been heralding the big Easter 
Soldier’s March Against the War in Vietnam. Big Mike and several of his bikers 
resented the whole thing violently. An ex-paratrooper, he was against service 
men joining anti-military demonstrations. 

He planned to gather his troops and charge into the parade and scatter 
bodies all over the place. The Hell’s Angels attacked a peace demonstration 
a few years ago and had gotten a lot of public approval for it. Big Mike did 
not know what he would do with public approval but he thought it would be a 
novelty. 

Most of the other bikers rejected the idea. To charge into a mob of dissenters 
on foot and using only their bare fists when they had enough guns to take the 
city was just stupid. And with so many cops at a thing like that, they were sure 
to be busted. 

At a party Big Mike gave a rousing speech on patriotism and class but only 
sixteen accepted the challenge. Six were prospects who could not refuse if they 
wanted to become official members of the club. 

Nonetheless, two other prospects walked out, saying they were going to join 
the Knightriders who never walked when they could ride and never punched 
when they could shoot. 

Most leaders have days like this. Big Mike was angry and hurt but a victory 
would show them all. Again, like all leaders, he sometimes got to believing 
his own publicity and thought a thing was wise and right just because he had 
thought of it. 

Yet, he had built better than he knew. He had some insanely loyal troops 
who would follow him wherever he led. Those not so loyal still recognized his 
ability and class. Knowing his madness would go away they laughed at him but 
still partied in his clubhouse, believing in better days ahead. 

The parade was to begin several blocks down Wilshire Boulevard and end up 
at MacArthur Park. Big Mike, Pinocchio and Ape went to plan the action a few 
days before Easter. They went to Lafayette Park. It was decided to assemble 
the bikers at the north side of Lafayette Park. They would loiter around until 
the main body of the parade approached and then go straight for the servicemen 
demonstrators. 

The seventeen patriots went to the park early on the big day. They drank 
beer and lounged around on the grass for about three hours before the parade 
began. When the hoard of marchers finally appeared, Big Mike had to run all 
over the park gathering his troops. Paranoid George was asleep by a pile of 
beer cans and had to be kicked awake. Gorilla Snot and Samson were on the 
swings and Ginch was playing baseball with some little kids. Pinocchio was in 
the back of a panel truck making out with a couple of hippy girls he had met 
in the park. 

Later Pinocchio designed a leaflet to be given to peace types. Its heading 
was, 


” WHOSE SCORING WITH YOUR BROADS WHILE YOU ARE MARCH- 
ING IN THIS HERE PEACE PARADE?” 
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After banging on the panel truck and rocking it from side to side, the bikers 
finally got Pinocchio to give up and join them. Ginch was up at bat and refused 
to leave until he struck out. By this time half the parade had passed and the 
servicemen protesters were long gone down the street. 

Still, Big Mike was not one to waste all the time and effort he had spent 
getting this raid together. He assembled them and charged them toward the 
center of the parade. Each yelled his favorite battle cry and the marchers who 
saw them coming broke and ran like cockroaches surprised by a light. 

Before they reached the parade two flying squads of police approached from 
either side and cut them off the sidewalk. They were ugly cops, too, glaring at 
the bikers with clubs upraised. 

Pinocchio hollered, Screw you, Brown. You had to get me out of that 
goddam panel truck for this!” 

Then he turned tail and ran like a rabbit. He was followed by Big Mike and 
the rest and the police were right at their heels. In no time at all they were 
surrounded over a wide area. Paranoid George was too drunk to resist and so 
let two cops drag him along by the feet while he reviled them. 

Six cops had Gorilla Snot up a tree from which he yammered down at them 
that they were pigs and secret practicers of brutality. Big Mike and Samson were 
pulled down by several officers and clubbed while Pinocchio was surrounded by 
eight cops, three of whom had drawn their guns. 

In moments they were all handcuffed. 

A gray-haired officer stepped up to one of the police and said, ” What’s with 
the cuffs? you were supposed to cut them off so they didn’t reach the parade.” 

The cop he addressed said they hadn’t reached the parade. 

The gray-haired officer then said, “If they didn’t get to the parade they 
didn’t hurt anybody. So let them go. And what’s this hitting them with clubs? 
What are you, police or what?” 

He made the rounds of his men, chewing them out individually and in small 
groups while they were busy unlocking handcufts. 

To add to the embarrassment of the whole thing for Big Mike, was the 
knowledge that it was not just a matter of bad luck that so many cops were 
at the spot. The place they had picked days ago to watch for the parade was 
right across the street from the Ramparts Police Station. It was the main area 
precinct house with more cops than any regular police department. For about 
three hours the police had watched them from their building, knowing exactly 
what they had in mind and ready to strike the minute they made their move. 

This was not the end of Big Mike’s political career, however. The parade, 
like every leftist enterprise, was heavily infiltrated by right-wing spies. Although 
Big Mike’s caper attracted no attention from the press, it was duly reported to 
the rightist organizations by the infiltrators. 

A few days after the bikers’ abortive attempt to disrupt the peace parade 
the clubhouse was contacted by Willis Carto, head of Liberty Lobby. Carto is 
very heavy on the right and takes in a lot of money from concerned old folks. 
His various patriotic gatherings are similar in that they all have an atmosphere 
of religious fanaticism and denture breath. 
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Gorilla Snot took the call. Carto told him he was going to hold a Right 
Power rally and needed some tough patriots to guard it from possible communist 
attacks. He hinted there might be some money in it and asked if Gorilla Snot 
would mind punching some leftists. 

Gorilla Snot answered, ” Hell, Mister, we’d destroy the world for a dollar- 
thirty-seven cents. But if you got a job for us you'll have to arrange things with 
Big Mike.” 

He took Carto’s number and Big Mike called him that evening. 

They set up a meeting and Big Mike, Ten-gun and Muskrat went over to 
Carto’s. Willis Carto usually wears a kind of startled expression. Ten-gun said 
he had the look of a man caught masturbating. To the three bikers he gave the 
impression of being guilty of something. Big Mike didn’t much like him or any 
of his flunkies. 

Carto was going to hold a Right Power rally for the National Youth Alliance. 
The N.Y.A. is a bunch of militant bird watchers who fancy themselves the right- 
wing hope of the nation. Big Mike had to attend a conference concerning the 
rally to be held on the U.C.L.A. campus July 16. They were trying to form 
a coalition of right-wing groups to hold each other’s hands in case the Black 
Panthers or somebody tried to wipe them out. 

Their rally was to be a peaceful affair. They just wanted to get up there 
and say their piece. They did not want anybody to say anything mean to them. 
Big Mike figured they scared easy. 

Big Mike, Ten-gun and Muskrat went to the conference and there they met 
the last chance for the white race. One of the conferees was a character named 
James Konrad Warner. He sold anti-Semitic books to elderly white mental 
cases. He represented The Sons of Liberty, of which he was the only member. 
Ten-gun said from the way he talked in his high, squeaky voice, he should call 
his thing The Daughters of Slavery. 

Bill Morrison, printer of right-wing material and representing the Angriff 
Press was there with a boy friend who was an obvious faggot. Called ” Mor- 
rithon” by some, he is rumored to be trying to organize the homosexual trade 
of the gay bars he frequents. When he gets them all together, it is alleged, he 
intends to lead them against the forces of degeneracy. 

Lou Byers will be remembered by many as the man who was going to wipe 
the campuses clean of leftists. 

Big Mike describes him as: ” Middle aged, real soft looking. In boxing he 
might be good for ten seconds of the first round, that is if you didn’t hit him 
too hard. He looks like the black man’s answer to white supremacy.” 

At the conference Carto announced reassuringly that the Iron Cross had 
been invited to keep order at the rally. 

They all seemed shocked when Big Mike growled out, ” Yeah, but what’s in 
it for us?” 

Then Carto answered, ” Well, [ll lay three hundred bucks on your club if 
you guard the rally and nothing happens.” 

Big Mike asked, ” And suppose the shit comes down and there’s a big brawl 
and we all get busted? Then what happens?” 
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Carto said, ”Oh, we can’t pay the bail or anything.” 

Big Mike just grinned at Ten-gun and Muskrat and they all got up to leave. 
Then the people at the conference looked like a bunch of high-level political 
hacks being walked out on by the Secret Service. 

Carto leaned over to Byers and after some whispering he said, ” Okay, we’ve 
got the bail money.” 

The three bikers then decided to stick around for a while. They had to put 
up with a half hour harangue by Byers on how the National Youth Alliance was 
a national organization and they had chapters here and chapters there and had 
two hundred members in Los Angeles. 

Big Mike interrupted him and asked, ”If you have two hundred warm bodies, 
what do you want with us? For a thing like this I can probably only muster 
fifteen or so men since most of my boys won’t get into any political hassles. If 
worse comes to worse and you want to lay a few more bucks out I can invite 
some more troops from some of the other clubs. But, like I say, if you got two 
hundred people I don’t see why you need us. I mean, crap, that’s enough to 
fight anybody.” 

A man from the White Citizens Council kept saying to all concerned, ” We 
need more troops.” 

Big Mike says of him: ” You know, this geek must have been six-six and two 
hundred and fifty pounds. The son-of-a-bitch was huge. But the looked like, 
you know, another bourgeois fat slob. 

”T chalked the whole bunch of them up as being a bunch of real rumpkin 
cowards. Here they were going to save the country and the world and win the 
war in Vietnam and yet they were afraid of getting out and spilling any blood 
themselves.” 

The right-wingers were pleased to have the bikers as bodyguards but resented 
their Luftwaffe pins and other assorted Nazi decorations they wore on their 
colors. The bikers left them on, saying that to remove them would leave clean 
patches on their otherwise filthy colors, making them look very disorderly. 

Big Mike explains their love for the German decorations like this: ”'The 
wearing of Luftwaffe pins and swastikas is very prevalent among motorcycle 
people, especially in California. A lot of people tell you it’s to snap the citizens’ 
minds, but it goes a little deeper than that. It’s not being Nazis so much but a 
real deep love for machinery. 

”You know, the Germans, whatever you think of their political bag, did 
produce the finest machinery in the world. Look at the German Luger, the 
tanks they had and so forth. And the reason all the bikers in the different clubs 
wear German pins is that it identifies them with machinery. There’s this old 
Greek saying, "Deus ex machina,’ or God from a machine. And what people 
wearing these swastika Luftwaffe eagles are trying to show you is that they 
worship their machines. 

*But you can’t explain that to citizens. They don’t understand so it’s easier 
to say it’s just to blow their minds. The whole thing is silly for two reasons. One 
is if we wanted to be Nazis we would put on khaki shirts and arm bands under 
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our colors. But we don’t. Two, the third Reich has been dead for twenty-six 
years and only any idiot gets excited about it anymore.” 

Carto and Byers had noticed the decorations and had said, ” You should 
leave them home. We don’t want anybody to think we’re Nazis.” 

Big Mike answered, ”Oh, horse shit. We agreed to keep order, not change 
our colors or to wear your uniforms.” 

Carto had wanted the bikers to wear a uniform he had designed. It looked 
like a cross between a bus driver’s and a cop’s. Combat boots, blue trousers, 
blue shirt. 

Big Mike told him, ”Hey, man, my boys are pretty bad but if we show up 
looking like the Mickey Mouse Brigade your enemies will come in on us like stink 
on shit. We’re wearing our colors because that way at least those characters 
will know what they’re up against.” 

Carto settled for telling the audience at the rally that they that the Iron 
Cross had been invited by the White Student’s League. 

Fifteen members of the Iron Cross showed up to guard the rally. Only five 
of the ”200” N.Y.A. members were there; Carto, Byers and an acne infested 
teenager in a blue uniform made three. The other two walked out half way 
through the rally. 

Concerning the one with the blue uniform; a couple of weeks later the Los 
Angeles Times carried a picture of him picketing in the uniform of the American 
Nazi Party. Big Mike figured Carto had his nerve hassling them about their little 
Luftwaffe pins. 

Just before the rally started Carto called Big Mike aside and told him he 
could only arrange $1,000 for bail money. 

Big Mike said, ” Look, Carto, I’ve got fourteen of my boys here. With that 
kind of money I might get three of them out on disturbing the peace or something 
light. This is so much crap because I got guys took off from work to be here. If 
all hell breaks loose, it’s going to be all over.” 

Carto answered, ” Well, you'll still get the $300.” 

An idea hit Big Mike and he told Carto that everything was alright. 

Then he rounded up the bikers and said, ” Look, I don’t know if you realize 
it but Carto’s getting tight with the money. He won’t go over $1,000 for bail. 
He rips off $800,000 a year sending out sucker lists to the right-wing. He claims 
he can’t get into that money because old ladies are sending in a dollar at a time. 
But you guys can rot in jail. 

” Now, Ill tell you what we’re gonna do. If real trouble comes and the mob 
goes for Byers we’ll let them have him. If they attack us, we’ll fight but only 
then. If Carto can double cross us, we can double cross him better.” 

Big Mike was so steamed over Carto’s withdrawal of the promise of bail 
money that he wished later that he had told the leftists they could have their 
way with the rightists. But as it was, the bikers loitered around and the mobs 
of leftists were afraid to act up. 

It might seem strange that fifteen men can cow a mob of a couple thousand. 
But a couple of thousand people are still just a lot of individuals who don’t 
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want to wind up in the hospital crippled and maimed because they got too near 
a murderous animal. 

There are several ways of looking at fighting with bikers. One way is that 
you are fighting a person who will kill you if he can. 

He doesn’t care. You may only want to shock him awake to your line of 
reasoning 

but he wants you dead. You might think you have a good punch but you'll 
be punching a guy who has been punched by the best, often, and stomped and 
been banged up by wrecks on his bike. He can take it and he can give it out 
in a sick callous way that will make you forget about even defending yourself, 
much less fighting. You’ll just want to get away. 

One method bikers have of fighting a mob is to form into groups of about 
five each. Then each group will snatch one person out of the mob and stomp 
him to jelly before the eyes of his friends. Each horrified friend, no matter how 
he wants to smash the bikers, feels it a far, far better thing to let a friend get 
kicked to death than to get kicked to death himself. 

So the mob was relatively quiet. Even so, the first right-winger to speak 
took one look at all the Black Panthers and hippies surrounding the speaker’s 
stand and chickened out. Byers was on next and since he was being paid by 
Carto he had to get up there. 

Even though Byers was safe because of the club’s reputation among the 
mob, he was shaking like a leaf. Nonetheless, with the Iron Cross in evidence, 
he ranted on about ’niggers” and ” white power”. Since no one wanted to feed 
the meat grinder, Byers finished and got off with no broken bones. 

The next morning he was interviewed on a TV show by himself and this 
time no bodyguards. His interviewer was a big black and so his arrogance was 
completely stripped away. After screaming “nigger” and ”white power” the 
day before, he now made such statements as, ”The National Youth Alliance 
welcomes support of the Black Students Union”, etc. Generally he just blew his 
big brave image as far as being a bad assed white racist was concerned. 

After that incident the bikers decided to stay out of gutter politics. It was not 
that they weren’t concerned with social issues. It was just that they considered 
the left to be loyal to foreign interests and the right to be too phony and faggoty 
to protect the interests here at home. 

With politics in the past, they next ran up against a possible war with a car 
club called the Los Angeles Street Racers. The Racers seemed to be wanting to 
convert to bikes because several of their members were going around ripping off 
motorcycles wherever they found them. 

One afternoon the wife of Hathaway came home from work and saw a Racer 
wheeling Hathaway’s scooter out of the driveway. She rushed upstairs and got 
Hathaway out of bed and he ran out into the street with a towel wrapped around 
him and carrying an automatic in his hand. 

He saw the Racer jumping up and down on the bike trying to get it started 
and ran after him. The Racer saw him coming and dropped the scooter and 
ran off up a hill. Hathaway charged up to the top of the hill and saw the Racer 
running down the other side about forty yards away. 
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He squatted and aimed and cranked off two rounds. The second shot got the 
Racer just below the knee and knocked him head over heels and fetched him up 
against a fence. 

Hathaway ran down and put the pistol in the Racer’s face and the Racer 
said, ” My friends’ll take care of you.” 

Hathaway dragged him back to the house and turned him over to the police. 

Later that night a carload of Racers pulled up in front of Hathaway’s house. 
Hathaway ran out with his pistol and waved it in their faces and made them all 
get out and line up against the curb. 

Noah and Pinocchio were coming back from church and saw Hathaway and 
the Racers but did not know there was trouble. Noah drove the few doors up 
the street to his house. He intended to change his clothes and go back and see 
what was happening. 

When he went into his house his wife, Syble, was quite upset and said, 
” Hathaway’s been running amuck on a car club. He shot one this afternoon and 
now he’s hassling some more on the corner. Only there are two more cars full 
of them. I saw them going back and forth signaling with flashlights trying to 
find out which house was Hathaway’s.” 

Noah and Pinocchio finished changing clothes and Noah snatched up a 
Garand rifle and gave Pinocchio a pistol. Then they tore out and down to- 
ward Hathaway’s. 

At Hathaway’s house his wife was standing out on the balcony with what 
appeared to be citizens since they were too clean to be bikers or car clubbers. 
Hathaway had punched the car clubbers to the ground and was kicking them. 
One tried to get up and he clobbered him with his pistol. 

Some more citizens were streaming along the sidewalk going toward the 
action. Noah and Pinocchio ran out into the street to get down there quicker. 
Then Noah heard a car’s engine being raced and jumped aside as a carload of 
car clubbers was bearing down on him. 

Noah spun around and using his Garand as a club, he smashed it into the 
car’s windshield. The driver’s face was shredded and the car went out of control 
and slammed into a parked car. Another car full of Racers fled the scene. 

Noah and Pinocchio ran to the wrecked car and started jerking the passengers 
out. They furiously kicked three of them in the chest and face. Then Noah 
grabbed a fourth and was in the process of choking him to death when he felt 
a tapping on his shoulder. Thinking it was a citizen, he reached around to 
backhand him and saw it was one of our heroes in blue. 

By this time several squad cars and two ambulances were in the area and the 
police were rounding everybody up. Syble had called Big Mike and he and five 
others came bombing in there on their bikes. Ginch had stayed at the clubhouse 
calling around and in a few minutes enraged bikers heavily outnumbered the 
police. 

Witnesses volunteered that Hathaway had been attacked and that Noah’s 
victims had tried to kill him. The police had four mauled Street Racers put in 
the ambulances and hauled the rest away in squad cars leaving the bikers alone. 
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The bikers then went into Hathaway’s apartment and partied the rest of the 
night. 

The next night Noah, Pinocchio, Hathaway and five other bikers got armed 
to the teeth and went over to a bar the Street Racers like to use. When they 
walked in with their guns, Racers, dopers and the general customers went tearing 
out the back way. 

Someone upstairs had called the police when the bikers parked their scooters 
out front. Within minutes six squad cars had blocked both ends of the street. 
Then the police sent a sample cop into the bar to see what would happen to 
him. 

Evidently the Racers had been telling what had happened to their brother 
members because when the bikers walked in even the bartender fled. The bikers 
were helping themselves to the beer and beginning to party when the cop walked 
in. 

Noah offered him a beer but he refused. Then he commented on their guns in 
an incorporated area and told them they were breaking the law. Noah explained 
that the Street Racers had tried to kill several of their number and they meant 
to settle the argument once and for all. 

The officer said, ”Okay, you’ve won the argument. The Racers are gone. 
They’re afraid of you. Now it’s between you and us police. We know your 
blood is up so we don’t want any trouble, we just want you out of here. 

” Now, I haven’t seen any bullets in your guns. I’m going to turn my back 
for a minute and when I turn back around I want to see your empty chambers. 
Then I want one of you to take any ammunition you might have, and the rest 
of you to take your guns and all of you clear out. That way, nobody loses face 
and the law has been observed.” 

The police weren’t afraid of the bikers. But they had families and felt no 
need to grandstand. It was policy to go easy with a lot of unstable bikers who, 
if treated right, would slink home to their incessant beer party. 

Noah was amused at the officer and they were all proud of themselves at 
routing the Racers so easily so they did as the officer asked. When they filed 
out of the bar, they looked at both ends of the street and saw at least twenty-five 
shotguns, rifles, and pistols aimed at them. 

The doors of the six squad cars were open and the inside lights were on and 
the flashers were flashing. The men behind the car doors and inside looked at 
the bikers with stony tenseness. The bikers mounted, started their engines and 
sped off to another party. 
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When Noah isn’t excited and enraged he is as reasonable as a horny grizzly 
bear. His running amuck is legendary among bikers and police. 

He out-does Don Quixote in his ability to boldly attack any problem with 
a complete lack of understanding. The other bikers acknowledge that his rages 
are an art form and take him in their stride. 

Big Mike is about the only one who gets caught up in Noah’s frenzies. To- 
gether they make up a pair of moon howling run amuck artists that terrifies 
even some of the other bikers. 

One time a cop had a couple of his kids poisoned and sick because of some 
bad meat his wife bought from a two-bit market butcher. Being a straight type 
officer with a shiny badge, he could not run amuck on the butcher himself. What 
he did was to call up the Iron Cross clubhouse. 

He knew Noah and had seen him in the market three days ago. He also knew 
what time of day he could be found in the clubhouse. As it happened, Noah 
took the call. 

The cop said, ” This is Bernie, the butcher at the market down from you on 
Orange.” 

Noah said, ” Yeah, I know the place. I was in there a couple of days ago.” 

The cop then said, ”I seem to recognize you from your voice. Aren’t you that 
big, creepy, degenerate son-of-a-bitch, not to mention fool, they call Noah?” 

Noah exploded and screamed, ” You can’t call me no fool. I’ll kill you!” 

The Cop went on, ” Well, you won’t kill nobody, you freak. You come into 
my shop again and I'll rip off those false whiskers of yours and kick your pansy, 
faggoty face to mush.” 

The cop hung up and Noah just stood there trembling until his rage built 
up to the berserk level. When he was primed for mayhem, he raced over to Big 
Mike’s place so he could share in the excitement. 

Noah was in such a state that Big Mike’s wife hid the children. When Noah 
finally got enough control to explain what he was so wild about, he and Big 
Mike stormed over to the market and parked in back. Then they went inside 
and to the meat section and saw Bernie, a runty little squirt past fifty. If they 
had glared at him, he would have died and if they had thought a second, they 
would have realized he wouldn’t have made such a call. 

Bernie was too wretched for stomping so without a word 

Noah jerked him up and carried him into his meat cooler. There he hung 
the squirming bundle by his shirt on a high meat hook. Then they quickly took 
joints of meat and several hundred pounds of steaks and packaged cuts and 
threw them all out into the street. Passersby grabbed the meat up and ran, not 
wanting to get involved. 

When the two had made about five trips outside, they saw a squad car 
coming. Running back in they confronted the whimpering grocery clerk waving 
a handful of bills he had taken from the cash drawer. He told them to take the 
money and not hurt him. 

Noah shouted, ” We’re not here to rob you, you viper. Keep your money.” 

Then Big Mike snatched the money and they ran out the back way. 
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Later the cop called up the clubhouse and anonymously confessed the hoax. 
He thanked them for running amuck on Bernie and suggested that it would be 
a good thing if all the bikers dropped dead. 

Another incidence of Noah’s rage happened after he and Ape and some of 
the other bikers came back from a good-will run to Mexico. 

Noah had bought a Datsun jeep and had torn the hell out of it across the 
border. Then he thought he should try and get all the warranties honored. 
He and his wife went over all the papers so he could convincingly demand his 
rights when he went to the dealer. He was also preparing to tangle with the 
salesman who had sold him the Datsun. It seems the salesman had admired the 
convertible Noah was driving and offered him a hundred and a quarter for its 
top. Since the car belonged to somebody who lived down the block from the 
clubhouse, 

Noah figured the sale of its top would be a clear profit. When Noah had re- 
turned from Mexico, smarting at the Un-American treatment they had received 
at the hands of such contrary foreigners, he was broke. He thought he would 
just hot-wire the convertible again and run it down there and collect. He called 
the salesman to make sure he was there with the money and the salesman was 
not sure he wanted the top after all. 

While he was fuming at this, Syble told him the dealer had added a hundred 
dollars on to the finance charges she did not think belonged there. Then Noah 
went tearing over to see Big Mike and invite him to go along and help destroy 
the Datsun empire. 

They went in and Noah looked for the salesman but could not see him. The 
manager was there, though, and Noah immediately began yelling that they were 
a lot of goddam thieves and a bunch of double-crossing bastards. 

There were women and kids all over the place and the salesmen began herd- 
ing them out, mainly as an excuse to leave themselves. When the place was 
pretty much cleared Big Mike was looking over the leavings trying to decide 
who to stomp first. 

The manager said, ” Well look, couldn’t we discuss this outside? Let me take 
a look at your jeep.” 

They went out and the manager walked around the jeep. The left front 
springs sagged and the front fenders were buckled and a headlight was missing. 

When they got around to the back the manger looked and said, ” Why, these 
look like bullet holes. The Fender; through the back window; that just over the 
gas tank. This jeep’s been in a shooting of some kind. Our warranty doesn’t 
cover this damage.” 

Noah raged, ” That’s beside the point. You’re nit-picking, you devil. Look 
at these tires. Worn down to the cloth. You call these tires? I just drive around 
Glendale. Those yellow vermin are responsible and you back them up.” 

While Noah was rattling on, the manager thought it best to edge back inside. 
Noah and Big Mike followed and Big Mike looked around at the various Japanese 
vehicles. He thought of doing a dance on their hoods and roofs to show what he 
thought of foreign imports. He resented most foreign vehicles, especially those 
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from Japan. He had owned a Toyota once and had tried stealing parts for it 
and so had worked up a good case against them all. 

While Noah continued to jump up and down and scream at the manager, 
Big Mike stood behind the manager and was getting ready to knock his head 
off. 

He cocked his fist and, looking at Noah, moved his lips silently asking, ” You 
want me to hit him?” Noah shook his head, since he still hoped for some sort 
of refund. 

Then he took out the sales contract and showed the manager where the 
hundred dollar overcharge was. 

When he looked over the contract the manager said, ” Wait a minute. You 
people are in the wrong place. There’s another Datsun dealership that looks 
just like this one about two miles west of here. Besides, on this overcharge you 
are accusing them of; you misread twenty-six hundred to twenty-eight hundred. 
You’re being charged a hundred dollars less than you thought you were, not a 
hundred dollars over.” 

Noah did not bat an eyelash to show his embarrassment. 

Instead, he shouted, ”So that’s the way you think. That’s the kind of logic 
you use. Honest people don’t stand a chance dealing with you.” 

Then he and Big Mike stalked out. 

When New Year’s Eve came around the club was all ready to welcome it 
in with class. There were thirty-five Iron Crosses at the clubhouse along with 
several of their wives and girl friends. There were even a few independent 
outlaws, men not affiliated with any club, either because no club would accept 
them or because they were loners by nature. 

The party had barely begun when The Three Little Pigs showed up. They 
were motorcycle cops who partied with the various clubs occasionally. They 
kept just a hair within the law themselves and were usually under suspension 
for drunkenness or brutality. 

In their association with the outlaws it was understood that they would 
share the guilt for any atrocity committed while they were present. They had 
even phoned in tips about proposed raids and anti-biker legislations. They were 
also good sources of otherwise hard to get weapons. 

Big Mike figured them for screwballs but tolerated them. This night they 
brought news of a super wipe-out New Year’s Eve bash thrown by a millionaire 
in his Burbank mansion. Every New Year’s Eve this sucker got his kicks by 
giving a kind of pageant which he called ” The Wave of the Future.” 

It was sort of like predicting what the new year would bring. Last New 
Year’s Eve the theme of the pageant had been ” Brotherhood”. 

He had invited a mob of blacks and leftists and workers and intellectuals 
and establishment hacks to come together to tell how each would approach the 
problems of brotherhood. From the beginning it had been nothing but each 
heaping shit on the heads of the others. 

That’s just about how the year actually turned out. Consequently, the theme 
for this year was to be ”Chaos”. The bikers were to be the answer to the lack 
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of harmony in the rest of society. It was believed that the Chaos theme was the 
most accurate prediction the millionaire had ever made. 

Jack, one of The Three Little Pigs, briefed the bikers on the party. ” First 
of all, there will be all you can drink of anything you want. Terrific eats, too. 
Also, everyone who goes, including your old ladies, will get twenty-five dollars 
cash. And anybody can leave and come back here after about an hour. 

”We want to make this a real mind bender so you all have an hour to go 
home and get a weapon, preferably a 38 Special, a 45 or a carbine. We got 
blank ammo for those weapons so don’t go sneaking in any live rounds.” 

After describing the act they were supposed to put on, he said, ” Now, one 
important thing. There is to be no thumping these super straight citizens, 
especially no gang stomping. You’ll blow their minds just with your presence. 
Also, they will be just as funny looking to you as you are to them. So enjoy the 
show and don’t make trouble. Before we head out Big Mike will have to assure 
me that he will do what he can to keep you people in line. I don’t mean to put 
anyone down but this is all gravy for you and it would be a pity if some of you 
louse it up.” 

Big Mike spoke out, ” Jack’s right, you guys. This thing sounds like a winner 
to me and I expect anyone who goes out there to have automatically promised 
to behave. If a citizen gets vile, we overpower him, we don’t stomp him. Anyone 
who tries to screw up this deal is out of the club and into the hospital tonight. 
Now everyone go home and get your guns.” 

In a little while the bikers were back at the clubhouse with their guns. They 
threw them all in the camper and remounted their bikes and headed out. Soon 
they came to a sprawling estate in Burbank and went around in back of the 
mansion. Each wheeled his scooter through a small door and onto a stage and 
began loading his gun with blanks. 

They they waited while the millionaire came through the back stage where 
they were and went through a large curtain where he was to lecture the audience 
out front. 

The millionaire faced his audience, very shaky at the sight of the bikers who 
he had just vaguely imagined from The Three Little Pigs’ descriptions. 

Loosening his tie, he grabbed the microphone and said, ”Last New Year’s 
Eve most of you were here when I gave my Brotherhood’ theme. The fact that 
the divergent participants couldn’t get together, that they quarreled and some 
actually came to blows, made my theme of brotherhood a fit travesty to herald 
a year of hatred and dissension. 

”*Last year was a year no one wanted after he had tried it out. We are glad 
it’s over but I prophesy we’ll wish we had it back when we compare it with this 
one, the year of chaos. 

” History shows us that when the strong among the rulers relinquish their 
hold on a society it is not the weak and the meek who rise to power. No, it is 
the strong among the lower classes who take over with an even more oppressive 
rule over the continually oppressed. 

”T’ve heard some of you out there say that when this corrupt establishment 
falls, the poor, the blacks, the Chicanos will finally get their rights. Now you 
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are going to see what will replace the corrupt establishment. While you watch, 
you keep thinking about those rights.” 

At his signal, forty barbarians kicked over their choppers’ engines and the 
crescendo caused many of those in the audience to pack in together like a herd 
of terrified sheep. Then the curtain raised. Red lights in back of the bikers gave 
them the appearance of ascending from Hell. Green lights in front of them gave 
them a more monstrous look than they usually had. 

Then they put their bikes in gear and headed for the audience down two 
ramps at the sides of the stage, shooting as they came. The citizens did not 
know the guns were loaded with blanks and the bikers would not have cared if 
they were real. 

‘Tt was a corny act but the panic that followed was more than the millionaire 
had counted on. The women were screaming and fainting and the men were 
punching and kicking and even biting in their wild attempts to get away. 

The idea worked out by The Three Little Pigs and the millionaire the day 
before was that the bikers were to come down the ramps and go around the 
people in the center of the ballroom. Hugging the walls, they were then to go 
out the doors into the patio. 

Instead, the frantic crowd poured out of the ballroom onto the patio and 
about a third of them fell into the huge, heated swimming pool. Five bikers 
trying to avoid this or that knot of people, also went into the pool, taking even 
more citizens with them. 

Most of the lead bikers saw they could not get through the crowd so they 
stopped. This caused those following to run into them and for awhile everyone 
was running amuck on one another. Surprisingly, there were no real injuries. 
One pregnant socialite had a miscarriage but later said it was alright since she 
didn’t know who the father was anyway. 

After the bikes and the guests were fished out of the pool, drinks and crackers 
covered with weird garbage were passed around. 

Several of the bikers spat the crackers out and demanded food. Then, large 
tables loaded with smorgasbord goodies were pushed in by waiters in fancy 
uniforms. Other tables had bottles of whiskey and gin and six-packs and the 
bikers were finally in their element. They all agreed that this was almost as 
much fun as burning credit cards. 

Most of them took advantage of the heated pool and took delight in throwing 
each other and the citizens in. Soon the patio was left to the bikers and the 
few guests who were already wet and enjoying sitting around with the bikers 
drinking and listening to their silly conversation. 

Aside from a low-level diving board there was one that was twenty feet high. 
For awhile some of the bikers amused themselves with climbing up the ladder 
and falling off the board. Then two of them caught a Chinese waiter and dragged 
him up the ladder and threw him down into the pool. They thought that was 
fun so they did it again. After the second splash he clambered out and ran 
screaming into the mansion with five bikers after him. The Chinaman got away 
but the bikers captured another waiter and played with him until they were 
tired of the game. 
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With so many hyper-masculine bikers strutting around, most of the elegant 
broads at the party were in heat. The bikers without wives or girl friends obliged 
the debutantes by leading them off to various bedrooms in the mansion. 

There was no standing in line like a lot of people think outlaw bikers are 
supposed to do. The Iron Cross does not consider gang-bangs and group pile-ons 
to be any kind of class. 

One very hot-eyed teenage heiress, drunk out of her mind, propositioned 
Ape and Gorilla Snot and Pinocchio. She told them she wanted to be gang 
raped. Pinocchio told her to get lost. She continued to whine and beg to be 
ravished and even call them fairies. 

Gorilla Snot said, ”Get on away, you nasty thing. You ought to be ashamed 
acting like that.” 

Ape said, ” We might stomp you but we won’t rape you, you jail-bait weirdo.” 

Then she threatened to tear her clothes and holler, ” Rape!” 

The three bikers grabbed her up and she shrieked with joyous anticipation. 
Then they hustled her outside and tossed her into the pool. 

When bikers are partying they are usually very happy people. Then they 
aren’t quarrelsome and won’t fight unless deliberately provoked. They can sense 
hostility and if it isn’t there, blunders are excused. 

After the initial shock was over, the guests and the bikers mingled and found 
one another mutually entertaining. The liberal types expected to get all kinds of 
meaningful dialogue from the bikers. But they were trying to communicate over 
a gulf wider than that between the liberal and the ghetto black. The black at 
least wants something and so they can communicate on the basis of wants and 
needs and the problems of meeting them. The biker, however, wants nothing 
the liberal has, except maybe his wallet or his wife. The liberal’s life style, a 
steady job, bills, responsibilities, are what the biker fights to get away from. 

A scrawny little liberal asked Samson, ”In your struggle against exploitation 
do you identify more closely with your black brothers or with the Mexican 
Americans?” 

Samson just looked down at him like he was a bug and then he emptied his 
can of beer over the little man’s head. There was something about Samson that 
kept the guests from asking him any more questions. 

The millionaire figured his guests would like a less risky way of finding out 
about the bikers’ attitudes. He asked Big Mike if he would be willing to get up 
on the stage and answer questions and Big Mike was delighted. 

The millionaire and Big Mike went up to the microphone and the millionaire 
said to the guests, ”Mr. Brown, here, is president of the Iron Cross Motorcycle 
Club. He’s willing to answer any questions you have about his organization.” 

A spinsterish social worker type of woman asked, ” Just supposing you mo- 
torcycle persons should take over; what provisions would you make for the 
minorities?” 

Big Mike replied, ” Well, lady, I think that’s a real stupid question but since 
all you people talk like that Pll answer you. First, we don’t give a shit for the 
minorities. You seem to be putting us bikers in the same bag with a lot of blacks 
and Mexicans and militants of all kinds. 


58 


CHAPTER 6. BIG MIKE AND NOAH RUN AMUCK ON AN AUTO 
DEALER AND THE BIKERS THROW THE PARTY OF ALL PARTIES 


”We got nothing in common with all them. They all want a piece of your 
action. We don’t. They demand all kinds of rights and justice. 

We make our own. 

”You’re on top now but you'll finally give in to them and they’ll wipe you 
out. Then, because we’re so well armed and organized, they’ll see us as another 
power structure and attack us. Then we’ll wipe them out. 

”'Then the people who survive, we'll set them up like serfs like in the middle 
ages. And if any of them get out of line we’ll chop their heads off. Then there 
won’t be any more crap about rights or justice. Then there will be peace. Don’t 
everyone want peace? We’ll probably be the only ones to bring peace in a 
thousand years, man.” 

The little liberal with the beer in his ears protested, ” But that’s monstrous! 
You think you can attain peace by total oppression?” 

Big Mike answered, ”Can you tell me of a time when there was both peace 
and freedom too? I’m not any kind of historian but I remember reading some- 
place that Genghis Kahn, when he took over China, boasted that a virgin car- 
rying a bag of gold could walk from one end of the empire to the other and still 
be a virgin and still have the gold. 

”He didn’t put up with anybody who was against his interests. I suppose 
most people had a good life unless they were frustrated bandits or rebels. 

” Of course, all this is, like they say, academic; it’s parlor talk. The real 
shooting hasn’t started yet. And it’s dumb for you to worry about what happens 
to the people who do you in. In that sense it’s none of your business. 

”Tt’s like the guy who owns this place told you. You’re the strong among the 
upper classes and we’re the strong among the lower classes. When you’re out 
of the way we strong among the different groups of the lower classes will fight 
over your carcass and let the devil take the hindmost.” 

The next question was from a more down-to-earth type. 

He asked, ”Why the motorcycle? Say this breakdown you predict comes. 
Wouldn’t, say, jeeps or landrovers be more practical and safer? I can’t see a 
motorcycle as an attack vehicle.” 

Big Mike replied, ” You got some good points there. But take right now. On 
a motorcycle you have fun. It’s a thrill. It’s also cheaper. On a chopped Harley 
you get forty-five miles to the gallon or better. That’s economical. 

” As far as an attack vehicle goes, you're right. In an ambush we don’t stand 
much of a chance. But maybe that just makes us that much more wary. Aside 
from that, the economy is stressed even more. When there’s no more gas to 
buy I don’t want to screw around scrounging gas for no fifteen miles to the 
gallon Landrover. Besides, with the roads clogged with wrecked and out of gas 
vehicles, I wouldn’t want to risk high banks or deep ravines at the sides of the 
roads. No, a scooter has it all over a four wheeled vehicle in case the system 
should collapse.” 

Big Mike went on answering more questions and the bleeding hearts gave 
way to those really interested in motorcycles and the scooter enthusiasts life 
style. After the party there was a noticeable upsurge in the purchase of Harley- 
Davidson Sportsters bought by high class types and taken around to the bike 
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shops who did custom chopping. By this time everybody was mellow. One old 
lady millionaire was sitting on the floor drinking beer from a can with some of 
the bikers’ women. She was telling them what a spastic she had for a husband 
and wishing he were a biker. 

Paranoid George had been drunk and asleep on a couch and woke up laugh- 
ing. He told some bikers and some citizens that he had dreamed he and the 
bikers had been presented to the Queen of England at Buckingham palace. As 
he told his dream, one of the citizens stopped him and suggested he start at the 
beginning and share the dream with everybody there. 

He was duly hustled on stage by two bikers and a citizen. When he got up 
there he realized he had nothing to drink and refused to talk until he had been 
brought a beer. 

Then he said into the microphone, ” Like I was saying to the guys, I had this 
dream about the Queen of England. I guess it was brought on by all the fine 
things around here in the mansion. 

” Anyway, it seems we was all in England and was presented to the Queen 
in the Buckingham Palace. Big Mike was doing the presenting and he said to 
the Queen, “This here is Gorilla Snot, your Honor. 

” She shook hands with Gorilla Snot and said, ’Pleased, I’m sure’. 

Then she looked him up and down and said in that funny accent they have, 
"You're a right bloody ’eathen, you are’. 

” Ape was circulating around back about this time and not having nothing 
else to do he goosed her. Then everybody started talking at once and hollering 
and the action moved out in the street. 

” Then the Rolling Stones put Ape on their shoulders and carried him around 
in the street and they were yelling, "Remember Pearl Harbor’ and Ape was 
hollering, ’God save the Queen!’ 

”There were people selling papers and yelling, "Extra, extra, knighthood 
proposed for man as goosed the Queen!’ Then everything started fading but it 
was a real nice dream and that Queen was a real fine broad.” 

It was three in the morning and guests and bikers alike were crashed all over 
the place drunk and out cold. By about eleven next day everyone had woke up 
and left. 

The millionaire paid up to the penny even though his mansion was pretty 
much a shambles. He thought it was all worth it, though, and said it was the 
best pageant he had ever had and the last. 
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Big Mike liked having all kinds of weird talent but that did not mean he 
felt right around some of his troops. One biker who gave him the creeps was 
Gargantua. 

He was a former member of Anton Szandor LaVey’s Satanic Church. He 
was a practicing warlock and made spells and everything. Big Mike was very 
superstitious and a Christian but Gargantua was so intelligent and strange he 
came in handy for odd assignments. 

One such assignment was due to a rash of tomb desecrations up at Tujunga 
Cemetery. Someone had twice broken into an elaborate mausoleum where a 
ritzy family stored its dead in marble crypt drawers. 

They had pried open the tomb’s heavy iron gate and broken the seals to the 
burial drawers. Then they had actually undressed three of the corpses and put 
on their clothes. At least, it seemed like that from the way the corpses’ clothing 
was lying in piles a considerable distance from the naked bodies. 

The cemetery manager wanted the desecration stopped once and for all. He 
told his problem to Big Mike’s minister and the minister, after a lot of tearful 
soul searching and praying, decided to turn the Iron Cross loose on the ghouls. 

He called up Big Mike one evening and told him about the awful goings on. 
He said the culprits had come around several times but would stay away when 
police were posted. The cemetery manager was willing to pay one hundred 
dollars each to up to four bikers if they would catch or forever drive off the 
creeps. 

The first thing Big Mike did when he took the contract was to phone Gargan- 
tua. Gargantua lived in a cottage in the Glendale unit of Forest Lawn Memorial 
Park. He was a grave digger and caretaker. 

Big Mike had never been to the cottage but knew how to get there. The 
phone was busy for a half hour so he decided to take the plunge and go over 
there. He got to the main gate just before the cemetery closed and went up the 
winding road to the worker’s quarters. 

He knocked on the cottage door and it was opened by Gargantua’s sleek 
wife, Andra. She was a pale beauty with silky, black hair. She wore a long, 
black dress and seemed to be trying to look like Morticia of the Addams Family. 

Andra knew Big Mike from being at several parties. She let him right in and 
he stood staring at the weird surroundings. The room was dimly lit and the air 
was heavy with incense. The walls were hung with hippy posters and magical 
symbols. The most prominent was a poster over the mantelpiece, a huge upside 
down star with a horned goat’s head in it surrounded by more magic symbols. 
On the mantle was a human skull with black candles burning on either side. 

Gargantua’s little girl, Ariel, was sitting at a desk listening to the phone. At 
short intervals she would speak such comments as, ” Nonsense. So very paranoid. 
Oh, really oogly.” 

Andra explained, ”She’s listening to dial-a-prayer. She can’t understand 
that it’s only a recording. She’s only five and she’s wonderful with words but 
she hasn’t got her concepts down yet. So she dials it over and over thinking the 
speaker is fixated or something.” 
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Andra said to Ariel, ” Ariel, put down the phone and meet Mike Brown, the 
president of Daddy’s motorcycle club. He’s a Christian.” 

The little girl looked up at Big Mike and said, ”A Christian? That’s all 
right. Daddy says the Great Pumpkin tolerates all kinds of notions.” 

Big Mike asked about Gargantua and Andra said, ”Oh, he’s in some grave 
somewhere. That’s his job and he does it very well. ’'m proud of him.” 

Just then Gargantua came in and greeted Big Mike then went into the 
kitchen for beer. Ariel came out of her room with a bowl and started flick- 
ing water at Big Mike. 

Big Mike jumped back and Andra said, ” Oh, isn’t that sweet? She’s sprin- 
kling you with defiled water. She likes you.” 

Big Mike said, ” Hell, I don’t want to be defiled. Get that stuff away, kid.” 

Andra said, ”It’s only Holy Water that’s been used in a black mass. It’s to 
keep the demons and elementals around here from attaching themselves to you. 
It’s sort of like that stuff you put on furniture and bushes to keep dogs away.” 

Big Mike calmed down and Gargantua gave him a beer and they went over 
and sat on the sofa. Big Mike told about the ghouls and Gargantua was delighted 
at the prospect of catching them. 

After a while, Big Mike got used to the strange atmosphere of the place. 
He even got interested in their lives and asked Andra if she really liked being 
among all the dead in Forest Lawn. 

She said, ” Well, actually, I’d like anywhere just being with Gar. But I do 
sometimes dream of a little graveyard like in Louisiana, you know, with Spanish 
moss hanging from the trees. I’d like something personal and intimate like that 
and with real tombstones. Here in Forest Lawn it’s so business-like with only 
brass plaques on the ground instead of stones. I’d like a more informal place 
like, so I could let my hair down as it were. How about you, Gar?” 

Gargantua said, ”Oh, I don’t know, honey. The gods have been good to us. 
I’ve got a nice little family. ’ve got a job I can do. I couldn’t be more contented 
if I was buried under a rock.” 

The next night was Thursday and Big Mike, Gargantua, Paranoid George 
and Pinocchio went to the Tujunga Cemetery. They inspected the Mausoleum 
and Paranoid George immediately went to pulling open the three drawers that 
had been broken into. 

”Hey, man,” he said, ”there ain’t no bodies in here.” 

Gargantua said, ” Well, stupid, do you think they would just pick up the 
bodies and plop them back in and shut the drawers? They got ’em in storage 
until we clear this mess up. I swear, Paranoid, you don’t have a real brain. 
What you got is a bunch of nerve endings like a goddam frog.” 

”Oh, yeah?” said Paranoid George. 

The Tujunga Cemetery caretaker was there and he said, ” Look here on the 
floor. Wasn’t this some kind of design in chalk?” 

Gargantua examined the floor and answered, ”I can make out a pentagram 
and where there were some symbols. They’ve rubbed it out pretty well so I 
can’t make out what kind of ritual they were doing. But they were sure enough 
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doing more than just prancing around in the corpses’ clothes. By the way, he 
asked the caretaker, ” When’s the last time they were here?” 

The caretaker replied, ” They were here last Friday night that we know of. 
But they saw the police and ran off. Private police have been here nearly every 
night since then but the boss thinks they just scare the creeps off. But they 
don’t catch ’em or do nothing.” 

Gargantua said, ” Okay, I think they just come around on Fridays. That’s 
their night, man. Fridays are good for witchcraft. There’s something about this 
mausoleum they like for their rites. This being only Thursday, we’ll be here and 
ready for ’em tomorrow night and there won’t be any cops and we'll get ’em, 
you ll see.” 

The caretaker went home and the bikers wandered around in the graveyard. 
About ten o’clock they saw a car drive in and stop near a freshly dug grave. 
They sneaked up to the car and listened to the man and woman inside talking. 

The woman was saying, ” But you’re the weirdest. You’re awful weird. Who 
ever heard of making out in a grave?” 

The man answered, ” Well, how are we going to keep our marriage together 
if you don’t let me get my jollies? Besides, you agreed at home. Now you’re 
getting cold feet.” 

She said, ” Better cold feet than a cold back. If we could only use a blanket.” 

While they argued Gargantua signaled the others to move away from the 
car. When they were out of earshot he outlined a plan for a practical joke he 
had in mind. The couple got out of the car and climbed down into the grave 
and undressed. Gargantua led the bikers to the caretaker’s shack and they got 
four shovels. 

When they got back to the grave the man was grunting and the woman was 
lying there complaining ” You’re weird. Your own mother says you’re weird.” 

When Gargantua plunged his shovel into one of the two piles of earth on 
either side of the grave, the others did too and began filling up the hole. The 
couple was in an instant panic and fell back several times. Being hit by several 
face fulls of earth did not help any. The grave was one-third full before they 
managed to scramble out naked and run to their car. 

When they got the engine going and sped out of the cemetery, the bikers 
collapsed laughing. Then Gargantua jumped down into the grave and dug up 
the clothing. The man’s wallet held about two hundred dollars which he shared 
with the others. All in all, the graveyard business could be pretty good if you 
worked all the angles. 

Nothing more was expected to happen that night so they knocked off and 
went partying along Sunset Boulevard. After the bars closed they agreed to 
meet at Big Mike’s the next evening. 

The next night when Gargantua showed up he had a Max Factor makeup kit 
from Rexall’s on Hollywood and Vine. He also had four black robes his Group 
used in witchcraft rites. 

His idea was to make the bikers up like haunts and create a sort of Hal- 
loween party out of that night’s vigil. The others were pleased with the idea so 
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Gargantua went to work with an expertise that would have gotten him a job in 
Hollywood. 

First he rubbed white grease paint all over Big Mike’s face and hair. Then 
he painted his eye sockets black and blackened both sides of his nose. Next he 
lined in teeth over the upper and lower lips. 

When he combed Big Mike’s hair straight out on all sides he looked like a 
terrified skeleton. 

All he did to Pinocchio was to cover his face with gray grease paint and 
paint his eye sockets black. With his German flak helmet on, Pinocchio looked 
like a real goblin. 

When he got to Paranoid George he wiped a yellowish, green paint all over 
his face and used a blue eye shadow to darken his eyes. When he was finished 
Paranoid George looked like a vampire straight out of his coffin searching wildly 
about for any stray throat. 

Gargantua made himself up the same way and they all got ready to go back 
to the cemetery. Instead of taking the camper this time it was decided that it 
would be better to take the motorcycles in case they had to chase the ghouls 
around the graveyard. 

Since Gargantua was so close to the cemetery business, he planned the strat- 
egy. He figured the ghouls, on impulse, would try the previously opened drawers 
before breaking into new ones. For all the ghouls would know, the cemetery 
owners might have put the bodies back. 

Gargantua thought it would be great fun for him and Paranoid George to be 
in a couple of the drawers waiting for the ghouls. Paranoid George was the only 
one besides Gargantua who would consider hiding in the burial crypt drawer. 
Big Mike and Pinocchio preferred to lurk outside in wait for the culprits. To 
them, it was just a job to be done as simply as possible. To Gargantua this kind 
of thing was something he could shine at and really show class. To Paranoid 
George it was no different from any other day in his way of life. 

It was only about eight o’clock in the evening when the bikers mounted their 
motorcycles and rode to the cemetery. Pinocchio had several six-packs tied to 
his sissy bars and Paranoid George had a gallon jug of Red Mountain Burgundy 
tied to his. 

Before going to the mausoleum the four decided to test their makeup and 
costumes on the people in the lover’s lane on the other side of the cemetery. 
The place was known as ’Stick Finger Gulch” by lovers of all ages and sexes. 
Unlike most lovers lanes, which only attract peeping toms and muggers for a 
sideline, Stick Finger Gulch attracted graveyard freaks which made the place a 
lot more risky. 

There was a full moon out and hip-deep ground fog covered the area suggest- 
ing a scene from one of the old Wolfman movies. About fifteen cars had parked 
in various nooks and crannies around the clearing. The bikers had parked their 
scooters about a thousand yards away and tiptoed around the cars figuring out 
the best way to terrorize the occupants. 

Nearly all the cars had a man and a woman in each, mostly in the back seat. 
In the back seat of one car was a pair of Muscle Beach type fairies who had 
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gone so far as to put their pants on the front seat and leave the door unlocked. 
They were asking for it and their was no other way to look at it. 

Outside of one car a peeping tom degenerate was slobbering and twitching. 
He was also a graveyard freak since he was playing with a ceremonial dagger 
and wore a Satanic amulet around his neck. 

Gargantua had a natural hatred for this type. Such people were always 
digging up samples of grave earth and stealing flowers from his own cemetery. 
Although Gargantua had no feelings for the people in Stick Finger Gulch, he 
was about as civic minded as most citizens. Besides, the peeping tom might 
profit from a good working over. It might even cause him to direct his fantasies 
along lines safer to himself and others. 

The four bikers sneaked behind the peeping tom and stopped his mouth and 
dragged him back in the bushes. They didn’t really brutalize him. They just 
mainly slapped him around until he was dizzy. They they stripped him naked 
and hustled him over to the car with the fairies in the back seat. 

They opened the car’s door and Pinocchio snatched the two pairs of pants 
off the front seat. They then forced the weirdo into the driver’s seat. The knife 
had been confiscated by Paranoid George and he waved it under the noses of 
the shrieking fairies. 

He told them to shut up and said to the peeping tom, ” Now you prevert, 
there’s the keys in the dash. You rev up this here car and drive it to hell clear 
off this place.” 

The peeping tom got the car going in seconds and went peeling out of Stick 
Finger Gulch and off toward Hollywood. The bikers were tickled at the many 
sticky situations the three in the car would have to face before they were safely 
in their own homes. 

Big Mike and the others went back with the pants to where they had left 
the peeping tom’s clothes. When they went through the three wallets they 
found themselves richer by over a hundred dollars in cash and several credit 
cards. When they examined the I.D.’s they were surprised to find that both the 
peeping tom and one of the fairies were members of the L.A.P.D. vice squad. 

It was only nine p.m. and Gargantua was sure the ghouls would not show 
up until later. Besides, he figured the rest of the lovers owed them some laughs 
for their protection. The bikers were not quite sure of the best way to get a 
laugh when they would have to leave pretty soon but while they were thinking 
of something outrageous they busied themselves with letting all the air out of 
all the tires. They worked as a team. They would surround a car and each 
would jam a key into the tire valve and the car would settle at all four wheels 
at the same time. 

When all the cars were ready, the bikers went to the one nearest to the exit 
lane. They all stood where their shadows would be cast into the car’s interior. 
Most of the occupants reacted immediately. As soon as they saw those four 
monsters looking in at them from the swirling fog, the lovers untangled and 
began screaming like banshees. 

One by one the cars’ engines were started and they were driven, their deflated 
tires flip-flopping, down the lane. When they had wallowed to the highway they 
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lurched crazily all over both lanes and the traffic jam was complete. In a few 
minutes half-naked men could be seen going from car to car pleading for a tire 
pump. 

The bikers went through the woods skirting the crowded lane and started 
their motorcycles. Then they went back to the cemetery. When they got to 
the mausoleum, they parked their scooters behind some bushes. Big Mike and 
Pinocchio stayed behind the bushes with the cycles while Gargantua and Para- 
noid George went inside. 

Gargantua pulled open a lower drawer and told Paranoid George to hop in. 
Paranoid George climbed in with his gallon of red Burgundy. Then he nestled 
in the drawer with the bottle, looking like a big baby vampire in his crib. 

Instead of getting wiped out and going to sleep, Paranoid George decided 
he would rather talk. He didn’t understand the situation and he was probably 
a little scared, too. 

He shouted out, ”Hey, Gargantua, how come those creeps want to mess with 
the dead bodies?” 

Gargantua yelled back, ”Some people believe bodies are magic. They use 
them in rituals. Some people steal bodies just to sell parts of them, especially 
the skulls. Witchcraft groups will pay up to a hundred bucks for a skull.” 

Paranoid George said, ” Hey, that sounds like a winner. What say I rip off a 
lot of skulls; would you sell them for me? I’d give you three per cent.” 

Gargantua answered, ”I ain’t fencing skulls, man. I can tell you people who'll 
handle skulls and like that but I don’t believe in that kind of traffic. Besides 
that kind of stuff is bad luck. Real bad luck. And how would you like it if you 
were dead and comfortable and all and some nut comes along and rips off your 
skull?” 

Paranoid George said, ” Hell, man, that wouldn’t bother me. Anyway, I’m 
going to leave my body to science.” 

”Don’t do it, Paranoid,” said Gargantua. ” Your body would set science back 
a hundred years. Might even upset the space program. Jesus!” 

Paranoid George was touchy about being short and stocky. Gargantua had 
always kidded him about being part gnome or a secret troll so any ribbing 
enraged him. 

He hollered, ” You want to know the truth, Gargantua? You're crazy, that’s 
what. You’re always putting me down and I'll not stand for it. What ’m going 
to do is ’'m going to take my knife and cut off your left foot and throw it in 
the garbage. Then I’m going to put the rest of you in various places around the 
city. I mean it. You just wait, man. Right in the guts.” 

After a little more good natured quarreling they quieted down and Paranoid 
George went to sleep. About that time, the ghouls had made their way to the 
mausoleum. They came in and lit some candles. There were five of them. They 
seemed about college age and only two of them had long hair and looked any 
different from average students. 

They had brought chalk and incense and began setting up for a ritual. Big 
Mike and Pinocchio sneaked from behind the bushes and crept up silently and 
hid out of sight by both sides of the entrance. 
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After placing their candles on ledges, the ghouls drew a large five-pointed 
star on the floor. Then one of them lit some incense in a burner and put it and 
a candle on the floor in the center of the star. 

When they were nearly ready and one was leafing through a book of spells, 
another of the ghouls went over to the wall and began opening the crypt drawers 
to see if the bodies had been put back. 

The top drawer was empty and the second drawer held Gargantua. When 
Gargantua’s drawer was opened, he waited a moment for the ghoul’s surprised 
reaction then he reached out and grabbed him by the throat and roared. 

The ghouls just about jumped out of their skins. They undoubtedly had been 
working themselves up to a good scare anyway but an uncalled for monster was 
far more frightening than any they could have conjured up themselves. The 
flickering candles made the scene that much more ghostly and terrifying. One 
of the ghouls visibly wet his pants. Big Mike and Pinocchio slammed the heavy 
gate shut and yelled. Then they shoved their arms through the bars like they 
were reaching for the ghouls. 

One of the wretches fainted dead away and another fell to his knees praying. 
The other three were just running around screaming and gibbering like baboons 
while Gargantua climbed slowly out of the crypt. 

After about a minute of watching their hysteria, Big Mike opened the gate 
to let them out. The idea was to give them such a fright or beating that they 
would never come back. Since the ghouls were terrified almost to the point of 
insanity, the bikers figured they might as well herd them out of the area and 
forget them. 

When Big Mike opened the gate, he and Pinocchio ran to their scooters. The 
three ghouls running around went tearing madly off the path with Big Mike and 
Pinocchio after them on their bikes. Gargantua stepped over the fainted ghoul 
and walked past the one on his knees. He left the mausoleum and got on his 
motorcycle and roared out to cut the runners off. 

He went over a low hill and plunged into a mound of earth by another open 
grave. He vaulted off his bike and went head first into the hole and knocked 
himself out. 

Big Mike and Pinocchio herded the three ghouls over a fourteen foot bank. 
They could see them leaping out into space with their legs still working. When 
they landed one fell down but the other two hardly missed a step. 

After watching the thee runners out of sight, Big Mike and Pinocchio went 
back to the mausoleum. They heard Gargantua hollering from the grave and 
went and dragged him out. He was unhurt but his bike was stuck into one of 
the mounds with a bent front wheel. 

When they got back to the mausoleum the two other ghouls had left. In his 
drawer, Paranoid George was kicking and screaming and trying to get out. If 
they hadn’t gone back for him, he could never have gotten out. 

When they opened the drawer he sat up with his empty gallon wine bottle. 
He was slobbering and out of his mind. He was so drunk that when he woke up 
in the darkness and could not get out, he actually believed he had been interred. 

He clambered out of the drawer yelling, ” Buried alive! Buried alive!” 
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Then he ran out to his bike and roared off into the night screeching over and 
over, ” Buried alive!” 

Big Mike and Pinocchio left Gargantua with his bent up machine and went 
to get the camper. They came back soon and loaded up Gargantua’s scooter. 

When Paranoid George made his way out of the cemetery, he wandered 
around for quite a while before finding his way back to Glendale. He was cold 
and drunk. Feeling a maudlin need for some warmth and spiritual comfort he 
stopped by a Catholic church and parked his bike. 

He went up the broad steps and opened the door and looked inside. There 
was no one around so he went into the lobby and peered around the corner at 
the altar down in the front of the church. There was a priest busy arranging 
some candles and a couple of worshipers kneeling in prayer. Stumbling around 
sadly like the beaten sinner he was, he found an open confessional and went in 
and sat down. To his credit, he did not know where he was. When he closed the 
confessional door its darkness might have reminded him of the crypt but there 
was a grille in the side for the confessor to talk through. It let in just enough 
light to make the place cozy. 

Soon he slumped over and went fast asleep. Sometime very early the next 
morning, he accidentally hit the switch turning on the lighted sign which read, 
”Priest Is In.” It was probably because the light was on that no real priest 
opened the door to the confessional. 

About seven o’clock a beautifully built girl sat down at the grille and began 
her confession. ” Father forgive me for I have sinned.” 

Paranoid George woke up to hear the girl going on to tell about what she 
had done with, to and for her boyfriend last night. He listened in amazement 
as she described positions he could only imagine in a motorcycle pileup. 

She painted a picture that would make the average skin flick look like an old 
Victorian morality play. 

Paranoid George still had no idea where he was. All he knew was that a girl 
he could barely make out through the grille was telling him the horniest story 
and had to be hot and wanting him. 

When her message was only too clear to him, he said, ” Okay, baby, let’s 
make it. My place or yours?” 

For a minute the girl could not believe what she had heard. When it finally 
registered she started screaming and going into hysterics. That brought five 
priests and a bunch of citizens running. 

She pointed to the confessional and shrieked, ” That goddam priest in there 
propositioned me!” 

The citizens were shocked and the monsignor who was with the priests jerked 
open the confessional door. When the priests got over their amazement at 
seeing Paranoid George sitting there in his black robe and vampire makeup, 
they dragged him out and stood him on his feet. 

When the girl got a good look at him, she hollered, ”I confessed to that? 
Jesus, God Almighty; what is it? It look like a Muppet!” 

The monsignor shouted, ” Young man, how dare you sit in there and take 
a confession. You’re undoubtedly disturbed. Made up like that you must be 
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against everything the Lord stands for. You must be some kind of devil.” 
”No I ain’t,” Paranoid George raged. "I’m a Christian. I was saved at a 


showing of Elmer Gantry.” 
Then he turned and bolted out of the church. He hopped on his scooter and 
tore off down the street yelling, ” Buried alive! Buried alive!” 
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Logistics of a Run and a 
Biker’s Rodeo 


A run is a great event in the biker’s life. It is one of his biggest reasons for 
owning a bike. On the run he gets the chance to profile and perform for the 
citizens, demonstrating to the world what real class is. The fear he inspires in 
uptight straight dudes is balm to his ego. 

The destination of a run is usually three or four hundred miles away. On the 
run the biker gets the chance to ride at breakneck speed through the countryside 
for up to a hundred miles at a stretch without stopping. With a beer in his hand 
and a girl at his back and his comrades in front, behind and alongside, he is 
invincible and the world is his. 

On the open stretch he also gets the fresh air he cannot get in the smoggy 
city. Being primarily an urban animal he still enjoys the desert, forest and 
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farmlands he rides through. 

At the end of the run there is usually another city that promises some change 
from the city he has left. He is certain of a weekend of rowdy partying and maybe 
even some trouble and excitement. Then he will have the joy of barreling all 
the way back again to his home base. 

Since he had a few hundred dollars ahead Big Mike decided to take a run 
to Las Vegas, Nevada. He called around to all his troops and made up a roster 
of thirty positives for the trip that weekend. Runs are often planned months 
ahead if it is a special occasion. 

The night before a run is usually spent in feverish preparation. Most bikers 
are lazy and let their bikes develop all sorts of bugs and defects. Then at the 
last minute they are up all night getting their bikes ready for a run. 

Indian’s bike is an example of how a scooter can get rundown and loaded 
with jerry-rigged repairs that would not stand up on an extended run. He used 
the wire from a string of Christmas tree lights for his wiring. The linkage on 
his carburetor was held in place by a safety pin. 

He rides an old eighty inch flathead which Big Mike pronounced a mess and 
said he could not go on the run unless it was overhauled. The bike looked fine 
from a layman’s point of view but it was still in horrible shape mechanically. 

Indian, Big Mike and Pinocchio worked until the wee hours on Indian’s bike. 
Aside from the bad carburetor linkage and rotten wiring the timing was off and 
had to be reset. 

When you are dealing with machines that are twenty or thirty years old, you 
can expect these things. They will run forever but they need constant upkeep 
and there are parts that wear out. 

A little jerry-rigging here and tightening there will suffice around town but 
a pre-run conscientious overhaul is often a must. Before a run there are cer- 
tain things that have to be checked and can be expected to need work. The 
carburetor usually needs work as does various areas in the wiring. 

The timing on the breaker points has to be adjusted. The breaker points on 
a motorcycle compare to a distributor in a car. Then the screws that go under 
the lifters that actuate the valves must be checked. There is a screw right on the 
bottom of the lifter that goes into the hydraulic unit and these have a tendency 
to break off occasionally, from the pressure, especially if the machine is twenty 
years old or thereabouts. 

Then all the nuts and bolts must be checked and tightened. The axles and 
spacers are inspected to make sure they are where they belong. There is often 
trouble because of wrongly placed spacers, which are parts on each side of the 
wheel on the axle. These keep the wheel straight. If put in backwards there is 
little trouble while running around town. The problem shows up on the open 
road, however, and the wheel will begin to wobble dangerously at speed. 

The wheel bearings must be checked to make sure they have plenty of grease. 
Gas lines must be checked for leakage and oil leaks have to be looked for also. 
The primary chain oiler usually has to be adjusted. 

In town a little oil on the rear tire doesn’t mean much because the street 
dirt usually sops it up. But oil kicking out on the rear tire when the biker is 
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barreling along on a clean freeway pavement is understandably dangerous. 

After tightening all the gas and oil lines, the front end is checked for wobbles. 
An important item is the chain check. A chain in poor condition has a nasty 
habit of breaking. It is most dangerous when the biker doesn’t have a chain 
guard over the chain, and many outlaws do not. If the chain snaps, it will leave 
scars on the rider’s back and wrap itself around his neck like a snake if it breaks 
at speed. 

A major consideration is the brake drum sprocket. The Harley-Davidson 
company rivets the sprocket to the brake drum, which is on the left side of the 
rear wheel. The function of the sprocket is to pull the brake drum around which 
in turn pulls the wheel. If the rivets holding the sprocket to the brake drum 
snap then the sprocket keeps going around but the wheel is motionless. 

Most bikers chrome their sprockets and brake drums and wheels. When 
chroming the parts they usually decide they do not want to chance the chrome 
job being ruined by a detached sprocket so they have the sprocket welded to 
the brake drum before it’s chromed. If the sprocket is not welded, the rivets are 
always closely inspected before a run. 

To move thirty or more motorcycles from Glendale, California to Las Vegas, 
Nevada, a distance of three hundred miles, requires more equipment than most 
people would think. First, one has to allow for breakdowns. 

Even pre-run checks can’t guarantee against hidden stresses and natural 
engine failings. Three or four breakdowns, lasting up to an hour each, would 
really tie up a column. What originally began as a six hour run to Vegas could 
easily stretch to twelve. 

To avoid such hangups, along with the convoy of thirty or more motorcycles, 
it is a generally accepted practice to have a minimum of two crash trucks. These 
are most often converted campers although some are merely pickups. 

In case a scooter breaks down the rest of the pack moves on around it and it 
is loaded into the crash truck along with its rider. The crash truck then catches 
up with the convoy and no time is lost. 

Once inside the crash truck the rider goes to work fixing his scooter. Unlike 
a motorist, a biker is usually an expert with the machine he operates. He is 
certainly familiar with the eccentricities of his own scooter. So with a good stock 
of tools and spare parts such as coils, batteries, nuts and bolts he is usually ready 
to ride by the time they reach the next rest stop. 

Another reason chopper repairs are often simple is their small Sportster or 
*peanut” tanks. The smaller tanks are not only for streamlining and style. If 
one has a 74 that has a dresser, or regular size tank and something goes wrong 
with the carburetor, the tank has to be taken off in order to get at the trouble. 
But the smaller tank allows the biker to get right in there with no obstruction. 
This, alone, can save a whole lot of time on a run. 

Ideally, it is good to have one crash truck for each ten bikes. If two break- 
downs occur at the same time, both machines cannot be loaded into the crash 
truck at once. That means the single crash truck has to hang back until one 
bike is repaired and the other is loaded in. 

For a while the club had two crash trucks. One was donated by a member 
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who had since fled the state. Then some police came around and took the 
crash truck back to its owner. Due to their small tanks, which only hold about 
a gallon, a convoy of choppers could not make it from some gas stations to 
others. Even with a station every couple of miles the convoy would spend most 
of the time waiting for some individual to fill up if they did not have ” inflight 
refueling.” This is usually done from a three wheeler with its bucket converted 
to a big gas tank. These are often diddled from careless traffic cops. 

At regular intervals, on command from the leader, the column spreads out 
single file. Then the three wheeler pulls parallel to the leader. The biker getting 
his scooter refueled keeps his right hand on the throttle and removes the gas 
tank cap with his left hand and puts it in his pocket. Then he reaches over to 
the three wheeler for the gas hose and puts about a gallon in his tank. When he 
is finished he hands back the hose and the three wheeler drops back to the next 
member, usually the vice-president. He goes back from one to another until he 
has refueled even the prospects at the end of the line. 

At the next rest stop the bikers fill their tanks from the station hose and the 
three wheeler’s big tank is filled. In this way no one runs out of gas between 
stations and individuals do not have to break out of the formation at every gas 
station. 

On the morning of the run the bikers and their girls assembled at Big Mike’s. 
A squad car with siren screaming came tearing around the corner after Ape and 
his wife and got swallowed up in the middle of the pack. The car had to stop 
because bikers were wandering all over the street but Ape and Sylvia barged on 
through and parked around in the alley. 

Neighbors had called the police on general principal and soon there were 
eight squad cars there. The bikers paid little attention to the police as they 
bustled about getting ready. The police found where the club was going and 
radioed the highway patrol. 

Finally they were all ready to go and Big Mike gave the order to start up and 
move out. Windows rattled all over the neighborhood as the arrogant bikers 
kicked their engines to life and wheeled into formation. 

Three of the squad cars took off around the corner so they could get in front 
of the column. They escorted the group to the Glendale city limits where the 
highway patrol took over. There were no incidents as the formation moved two- 
by-two down the San Bernardino Freeway. When they turned off on Highway 
Fifteen toward Victorville, the highway patrol fell back and let them go on alone. 

As always, when they first lost an escort, they broke formation and went 
weaving madly through traffic spooking all the motorists. A few minutes of this 
exuberant foolishness was enough and then they reformed ranks and dug into 
their rucksacks for beer. By the time they got to Barstow they were out of beer 
and almost out of gas. 

They had left Glendale about seven-thirty and got to Barstow at about ten 
a. m. Since few of them had eaten breakfast they all pulled into the parking 
lot of a little diner just outside of town. The diner was run by an old man 
who could not begin to serve forty-five hungry motorcycle people as fast as they 
wanted to be served. At first he thought he was going to be stomped. Then he 
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thought he would be robbed. Finally he was shoved aside and told to take care 
of the cash register. Three of the bikers had worked as fry cooks and five of the 
girls were occasional waitresses so they took over his whole operation. 

Between them all they had everyone served in twenty minutes. The bikers 
spilled out into the parking lot with platters of eggs, bacon, ham, sausage, hash 
browns, toast, and cups of coffee and orange juice. While the cooking was going 
on, the bikers gassed up at a nearby filling station and some others went to the 
liquor store and bought several cases of six-packs for the final leg of the run. 

When the bikers left the diner the old man had a lot of cleaning to do but he 
was about a hundred dollars richer, which was a blessing to him for an hour’s 
work. 

The puny Barstow police force was just a few blocks past the diner waiting 
to escort the bikers to the other side of town. They were cold eyed and terrified 
and the bikers just laughed at them as they roared past. When they pulled 
up for one of Barstow’s red lights the old buildings shook from their motors’ 
reverberations and the citizens watching out of their windows were horrified at 
this insolent exhibition of a real, modern American private army. 

Outside Barstow there was nothing but freeway and gas stations and wretched 
villages this side of Las Vegas. The rest of the run was uneventful except for the 
thrill of flying over the pavement from mile after mile through the wild desert 
country. About one o’clock that afternoon they came to the outskirts of Las 
Vegas and were stopped by a police road block. 

The whole sheriff’s department was there along with several police squad 
cars. The convoy was directed to the side of the road and the sheriff approached 
Big Mike. He was very businesslike and unfriendly. 

Big Mike asked, ”What’s the trouble, Sheriff? Have we done anything 
wrong?” 

”Not yet you haven’t and you're not going to,” said the sheriff. 

”Tf you people pass this point you’re going to have to string out so there’s 
only two motorcycles in any given block. And I promise you we’ll ticket you 
people for everything we can think of.” 

While the sheriff was talking there was a lot of yelling and screaming back 
at the camper. Big Mike wheeled around and raced back to the scene. Five 
policemen had shotguns leveled at Noah and Indian and two other cops were 
dragging all the rifles out of the camper and loading them into the back seat of 
a squad car. 

Noah was jumping up and down and running back and forth from the officers 
with the rifles to the police chief, trying to get them to listen to reason. 

He pointed to the bumper sticker on the back of the camper and raged, 
” Why, it’s as plain as can be and like that there bumper sticker says, "\WHEN 
GUNS ARE OUTLAWED ONLY OUTLAWS WILL HAVE GUNS.’ ” 

Big Mike asked the chief, ”Do you have a warrant to search our truck and 
take those guns?” 

The chief replied, ”No, we don’t have a warrant but we have your guns. 
We’re sending them back to the police station in Jean. You can pick them up 
on your way back. 
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”What were you going to do with them anyway, knock over a casino?” 

Big Mike thought a moment and said, ” You really think we could? Hey, 
Man!” 

He turned to Indian and asked, ” How much is in a casino?” 

Indian shrugged and said, ” Million, no sweat.” 

The idea of hitting a casino took their minds off the guns and soon the 
police and sheriff’s departments left them alone. Instead of going into town, 
they headed back about mile to a roadhouse and commenced to party and rest. 

Behind the roadhouse was a corral with ten of the scroungiest mustangs 
imaginable. Indian and Ape went back to look at the horses and they all herded 
to the other side. 

There was a leather skinned young cowhand sitting on the corral fence drink- 
ing a Coke and staring into space. 

After looking at the miserable horses for a few minutes Indian said to the 
cowhand, ”Those are sure beautiful animals, mister. What do you use them 
for?” 

The cowhand said, ” Pet food.” 

”Pet food?” yelled Indian. ”Can’t you use them for nothing better than 
that?” 

The cowhand said, ”Nope. They’re wild, fella. They was just rounded up 
out in the desert this morning. Those horses are mustangs and they’ve been 
wild for generations. Nowadays folks breed the horse for the job. These here 
ain’t good for nothing but pet food.” 

Indian was liking the mustangs more every minute. He persisted with the 
cowhand, ” How much do you get for ’em for pet food?” 

The cowhand replied, ”I reckon to get thirty-five apiece for *em. You so 
sorry for these mustangs, you give me three-fifty and you can take all ten off 
my hands.” 

Indian told the cowhand he’d think it over and he and Ape went back to the 
roadhouse. He told Big Mike and Noah about the mustangs and they and most 
of the other bikers went out to look at the horses. 

Since they meant to rob a casino Big Mike and Noah chipped in and gave 
the cowhand the three hundred and fifty dollars for the herd. 

Big Mike asked the cowhand, ”Could you loan us a saddle and bridle? We 
want to train these horses before dark.” 

The cowhand did sort of a double take and said, ” You’re going to break 
them all today. Before dark. Just like that.” 

Big Mike said, ”Sure, why not? They’re ours, aren’t they? We bought ’em. 
Besides, it’s only two o’clock. We got time.” 

The cowhand said, ” Well buddy, P’ll sure loan you a bridle and saddle. [ll 
even call an ambulance for you.” 

The cowhand went to the barn and brought back some lengths of rope and 
a saddle and bridle. Like most ranch people, he liked to see smart-alecky dudes 
get shown up. He chuckled to himself at the prospect of the bikers trying to 
break ten wild mustangs in an afternoon. 
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When he got back to the corral he said to Big Mike and Indian, ” Now, what 
we'll have to do, since I’m the only hand here, is this. Ill rope the horse and 
some of you help me pull him away from the herd. Then you’ll have to gang up 
on him and hold him still while I put on the saddle and bridle.” 

He walked near the herd and roped one of the mustangs and the crowd of 
bikers with him dragged the beast out into the middle of the corral. While they 
held the horse, the cowhand took another rope and roped off the corner in which 
the rest of the herd was huddled. 

Had the horse being ridden gotten in with the rest of the herd it would have 
been too horrible for laughs. When the other mustangs were roped off, the 
cowhand instructed the bikers to move down the rope and subdue the animal. 
The mustangs were smaller than regular horses but it still took fifteen bikers to 
hold one in place. The cowhand gave the rope to two other bikers and after a 
lot of jostling he got the saddle and bridle on. 

Then Indian got into the saddle and the cowhand yelled for all the bikers 
to let loose and run for the fence. They did and the second the horse was free 
Indian was launched twenty feet across the corral. He landed flat on his back 
and out cold. 

The bikers ran back and grabbed the horse’s rope. Two of them picked up 
Indian and carried him to the fence where others pulled him over. They laid 
him on the ground and forgot him. Then the bikers with the horse held it again 
while Noah mounted. 

Noah had better luck. The horse turned around a couple of times and then 
charged the crowded fence. Then he stopped suddenly and Noah flew over his 
head and sailed into some of the bikers and girls and swept them off the fence. 

By this time Indian had woke up and staggered back for another ride. He 
climbed on again and held on around the horse’s neck. 

After about five seconds he slid off under the horse and was trampled. The 
bikers put him over the fence and caught the horse again. Ape took a turn and 
joined Indian and then Big Mike was thrown twice in a row. 

All the bikers and even some of the girls were trying their luck and were 
drinking case after case of beer while the rodeo went on. The cowhand had 
gone and gotten his movie camera and was filming it all. Tourists attracted by 
the crowds at the corral were pushing in to look and take pictures. 

As the tourists got into he spirit they put into the kitty for beer and some 
of them even took turns on the horses. By seven o’clock all ten horses could be 
ridden by anyone. They were not really broken; just exhausted. All the bikers 
and about half the tourists were drunk. They were all hoarse from laughing and 
yelling. There was only one serious injury and that was to a tourist who broke 
is leg when he was thrown. 

Everyone, both biker and tourist alike, agreed it was the best rodeo and 
beer party he had ever attended. The cowhand was so pleased that he fed the 
mustangs all the hay and grain they could eat at no charge to the bikers. 

Big Mike looked over his troops and decided they were too drunk to rob a 
casino so he called it off. He had not thought of a way to do it anyhow. 
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During the rodeo a pile of six-packs was kept at a constant level and the beer 
was drank by both bikers and citizens. Ape and Pinocchio had made regular 
passes through the crowds of generous tourists for beer contributions. Some 
of the drunken citizens plied them with tens and twenties. They had collected 
almost four hundred dollars over what they had spent for beer so the horse 
money was not lost. 

A little while after the rodeo was over Ape left to visit his cousin Myrna who 
lived in Las Vegas. In a couple of hours he brought her back to the roadhouse 
to introduce her to Big Mike. 

Myrna and Ape bore a strong family resemblance. She was desperately ugly 
and nearly six feet tall. She weighed two hundred pounds without an ounce of 
fat. 

Big Mike, Pinocchio and Indian were standing outside drinking beer and 
talking when Ape rode up with Myrna behind him on his bike. 

He was as pleased as a little boy as he said, ” Hey guys, this here’s my cousin, 
Myrna. She wants to go back with us and be one of our club mamas.” 

Indian said, ”Oh hell, Ape, she looks too much like you. I’d feel queer.” 

Ape protested, ”She don’t look all that much like me.” 

Big Mike said, ” Yeah, you’re right. Your beard’s fuller.” 

Myrna said, ”Oh, cut you’re kidding. ’d be a good mama. 

I’d spread for everybody. I’m hot to trot.” 

Ape said, ”She’s a virgin, too.” 

Pinocchio looked her over and said, ”I can dig that about her being a virgin. 
Couldn’t be no other way.” 

Ape was getting angry and also feeling insulted. He said, ” We’re the only 
club that don’t have any mamas. Sally was took with the clap and May run 
off with a Jehovah’s Witness. Polly hasn’t been coming around lately. She said 
something about joining a convent or a cathouse, I forget which. 

” Anyway, we need a mama at least for appearances sake. Besides, Myrna 
could be real useful. She works in a garage and could help guys with their bikes. 
What do you say?” 

Big Mike replied, ” Well, what’s to say, Ape? If you want to take her to 
Glendale, go ahead. She’s your cousin. She can come to the clubhouse if she 
doesn’t cause trouble. 

”'You know we all got old ladies or girl friends so I can’t see anybody using 
her. They’d have to be awful drunk before she looked good. And if they got 
that drunk, they couldn’t do nothing. You know I don’t allow dope around 
the place to dull the senses so we’ll have the only virgin mama in the country. 
Maybe that’s class or something.” 

Myrna and Ape were satisfied with that and went back to the corral to party. 
She met Ginch and for some reason he took to her. He didn’t intend to share 
her with anyone so she didn’t get to be club mama after all. 

The partying out in the corral was going strong at midnight. They had 
gathered wood and built a bonfire and had bought several cases of beer to drink 
after the roadhouse closed for the night. They all had sleeping bags and were 
prepared to sleep out under the stars. 


79 


CHAPTER 8. LOGISTICS OF A RUN AND A BIKER’S RODEO 


The cowhand was partying with them. He was feeling a little guilty about 
selling them the horses. He knew the tired mustangs would be as unruly as ever 
the next day. He offered to buy them back but Indian told him he had decided 
to run them back out into the desert in the morning. Indian asked the cowhand 
to make a gentleman’s agreement that he would not catch that bunch of horses 
again. The cowhand agreed and they settled back to partying. 

By eight the next morning the whole group was just about ready to go but 
first they had to get rid of the horses. Mounting their bikes they kicked over 
their engines and the cowhand opened the corral and chased the horses out. 
Then the bikers formed into a line and started out into the desert after the 
horses. They herded them for about two miles until they had them headed 
safely into the hills. Then they wheeled around and headed for the highway 
leaving a cloud of dust about a half mile wide. 

When they got to the California border the camper was waiting for them. 
All the guns had been returned at Jean and so the column poured back over 
the border into their home state. 
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CHAPTER 9. THE CLUB STRUCTURE AND PECKING ORDER AND 
THE BIKERS RAID A MINUTEMAN ARSENAL 


A casual observer would think an outlaw motorcycle club is a disorganized 
pack of rabble. Rabble they are but they are as highly organized as any other 
sub-culture in our society. 

They are also unique unto themselves and are not to be compared with any 
other group. Although many bikers look like hippies, their attitudes toward 
society and their place in it are not at all similar. 

Whereas hippies tend to be parasitic, bikers tend to be predatory. A non- 
working hippy will beg; a non-working biker takes. The only idea that bikers 
and hippies share is that the establishment is going to collapse soon. When that 
time comes the hippies expect everything to be peace and love from then on. If 
the bikers have their way, they will then enslave the hippies. 

The biggest difference between the two groups, however, is their relationship 
with their peers. A communal hippy can get away with a lot of cadging from his 
fellows. But a biker who doesn’t put in for his share of the beer or who hangs 
back too often from club endeavors will one day find himself severely mauled 
and out of the club. 

An outlaw bike club is not created to support its members. Aside from 
partying and the general excitement, its purpose is to mount a strong front 
against the enemies of outlaw bikers. Another purpose is to provide enough 
bodies to carry out any wild enterprise its president thinks interesting. 

A member is obliged to join in the enterprise only if the majority is willing. 
If only a few are willing then the member can reject the idea, unless he is a 
prospect. In that case he goes along with the president or gets out. 

If a member has an idea for some project he is free to solicit the help of the 
other members. This way a biker can enlist aid in schemes he would not even 
consider mentioning to citizens. 

One time Paranoid George even talked Ape and Pinocchio into planning a 
trip down to the border so they could sell terry cloth towels to wetbacks. They 
had swiped over a gross of towels before Big Mike told them that the idea was 
just a joke. 

As long as a proposed project does not dishonor the colors or bring heat 
on non-participants, anything goes. In a sizable club, any idea, no matter how 
weird or impractical, will get a fair hearing, if not total cooperation. 

But woe to the nitwit who gets into the club just to use it for his own selfish 
purposes. Big Mike seldom stops a project the first time but usually puts his 
foot down on a repeat. The club is in enough hot water with the law without 
being labeled a Dillinger type criminal gang. 

One prospect began laying plans to knock over doctors’ offices the first week 
he was in the club. He was even talking about organizing the bikers into groups 
of four to break into medical buildings. He figured to become some kind of dope 
king. 

Big Mike thought he was incredibly stupid trying to put the club up to being 
a professional burglary ring, especially for dope. 

At a private meeting, the club officers decided to punish the prospect for 
trying to lead their lads astray. 


83 


CHAPTER 9. THE CLUB STRUCTURE AND PECKING ORDER AND 
THE BIKERS RAID A MINUTEMAN ARSENAL 


Had he been wanting the troops to burgle stores or warehouses, they would 
have just stomped him and kicked him out. But since Ape’s mother was a 
janitress at a clinic they voted to let her take care of him. 

Big Mike talked to Ape about it and Ape said, ” Well, hell, can’t we break 
his arm or something? Ma’s ulcer’s acting up and she’s meaner than usual. He 
ain’t all that bad a guy.” 

Big Mike had decided and he would not be put off. He wanted the fool to be 
turned over to Ape’s mom and that’s the way it would be. The bikers all called 
Ape’s mother ”Granny Fury”, but not to her face. She was the only female 
honorary member of the Iron Cross. 

She rode a big English BSA and had gone on arun when Ape was a prospect, 
to make sure those mean hoodlums did not do anything to warp her little boy. 

Her first outrage was to viciously chain whip a lone highway patrolman when 
he tried to give her a ticket just outside Barstow. When the club made a potty 
stop at Baker she tore up a bar and then went after Big Mike with a broken 
bottle when he turned a fire extinguisher on her. 

They did not tell her about runs after that. She had been abandoned by 
Ape’s drunken sire and raised eight kids by slinging hash and scrubbing floors. 
She was demented and knew it but did not care. She had class. 

Ape told the prospect about the clinic but not about his mother. He said 
he had worked there as a mail clerk and knew all the best offices. The prospect 
fell for the whole line and agreed to use the clinic for a test run. 

The next night Ape, Paranoid George and Pinocchio went to the clinic with 
the prospect. Ape had had his mother’s key duplicated the day before and had 
told the prospect he knew a locksmith who made keys from impressions directly 
from locks. 

Ape opened a side door to the clinic and they sneaked in. He directed 
Paranoid George and Pinocchio to case the first floor while he led the prospect 
upstairs in search of Granny Fury. 

They got to the third floor and Ape heard his mother sloshing around at 
the end of the corridor. He told the prospect to go down there and start trying 
doors and if the old lady gave him trouble he should just bat her out of the 
way. He told him he would be on the second floor. Then he ran down the stairs 
and collected Paranoid George and Pinocchio. Before they left the building Ape 
went over to the fire alarm box on the wall and broke the glass. Then he pulled 
the lever and they went out and took off down the street. 

Upstairs, the prospect ambled toward Granny Fury and was half way down 
the corridor before she noticed him. 

When she saw him she hollered, ” What the hell are you doing here, you 
goddam bum?” 

He answered, ” Cool it, old lady. You don’t bother me, I won’t bother you.” 

When he got nearer she smashed her mop into his face and knocked him 
down. Then she commenced to stomp him as thoroughly as half a dozen bikers 
could. 

About a block away Ape went into a phone booth and called the police. 
When he got the desk sergeant he told him a wild old charwoman was killing a 
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burglar in that clinic. Then he called an ambulance company and told them a 
man was all torn to pieces and maimed on the third floor of the clinic. Then he 
told them where it was and hung up. 

After the calls the bikers hung around the area to see what would happen. 
In a couple of minutes three fire trucks pulled up to the clinic and the firemen 
crashed in the front door and went in. Two squad cars got there about that 
time followed by an ambulance. The police raced upstairs just as the ambulance 
people got out their stretcher. Ape, Paranoid George and Pinocchio went back 
to the clinic and watched the action. While the firemen were rushing around 
connecting hoses the police came down and told them to forget it. Then the 
ambulance attendants came down carrying the prospect screaming and belted 
onto the stretcher. 

Granny Fury had pushed him down an elevator shaft and broken his leg. 
His face was all bloody and he was out of his mind with terror. Granny Fury 
appeared at the entrance waving her mop at the onlookers. She cursed the 
police and everybody concerned before returning to her work. 

Concerning the club structure, next to Big Mike in authority is the vice- 
president, Noah. He handles matters when Big Mike is not around. 

If Big Mike should hang up his colors there would be a new election as the 
vice-president does not necessarily succeed the outgoing president. 

Especially Noah. 

Noah is also the club chaplain. In this post he has conducted a wedding, 
which may or may not be legal. He is also on hand to give spiritual counseling 
although no biker has ever wanted any. 

Next in line of importance is the club secretary. He is usually the best 
educated and handles correspondence and legal matters. Nut letters and those 
from creditors or enraged authorities are answered by Paranoid George. 

The last of the club officers are the sergeants-at-arms. They keep order at 
meetings and parties and generally stay sober while the others are drinking. 
The biggest and meanest members take turns at being sergeants-at-arms. 

The rank and file member has no real authority over anyone nor is he subject 
to authority unless he gets out of line. His place is about the same as that of a 
son in a large family. 

His right to the best deal in anything happening depends first on his seniority. 
The officers will back him up in a claim to privilege if he has been a righteous 
member longer than the other members wanting whatever prize is offered. 

Next to seniority, toughness and intelligence decide who is on top in a dis- 
pute. Members brawl quite a bit but seldom for serious reasons or with much 
damage inflicted. 

The lowest member of the club is the prospect. There is no stigma to being 
a prospect. He keeps the clubhouse clean and runs errands but no one kicks 
him around. He just has not proved himself by showing class or being around 
long enough to be fully accepted and completely trusted. 

As a prospect he can only wear the club’s rocker saying "SO. CALIFORNIA” 
on his cutaway. He gets the club name and the Iron Cross symbol when he has 
passed his probation. 
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The most important quality in a prospect is that he must really like the 
club. There are so many outside pressures against the club that anything less 
than dedication on the part of the prospect makes him a liability. 

The prospect they turned over to Granny Fury was just such a liability. 
That person was dangerously dumb, as shown by his willingness to burglarize 
the clinic while the scrub woman looked on. His plans to turn the club into a 
burglary ring proved he had no real interest in being a biker. Before Big Mike 
had thought of turning the prospect over to Granny Fury, he had intended to 
kill him. 

About as important as dedication, is trust. The idea of legality has a pretty 
broad and convenient interpretation among bikers. 

A loose mouthed or disloyal member could get the club busted up. A 
prospect has to show he can keep club business to himself before the members 
talk freely around him. 

If the bikers are tight lipped around their own prospects, they are doubly so 
around outsiders. This is wise since they are always getting pleas from outsiders 
to help with everything from bank robberies to political assassinations. 

Shortly after their run to Las Vegas, Big Mike was awakened at two in the 
morning by a banging on his door. He got up and went to the door with a 
pistol. Looking through the peephole, he saw Corky, one of The Three Little 
Pigs. 

He opened the door and said, ” What the hell do you want, Corky? It’s two 
o’clock, man. You woke me up.” 

Corky pushed inside and shut and bolted the door. Then he got up to Big 
Mike’s ear and whispered, ” Imagine a Minuteman weapons cache with a dozen 
thirty caliber machine guns, over a hundred Thompson sub-machine guns, ten 
cases of grenades. . . .” 

Big Mike interrupted, ” You don’t have to whisper man. This place isn’t 
bugged. Now go easy and calm down.” 

Corky sat down on the couch and took a few breaths. He was trembling 
spastically with excitement. Finally he said, ”I been working with this other 
guy in the department infiltrating extremist groups, you know. Anyway, we got 
in this Minuteman band last year and were just gathering info and all.” 

”Like with us?” asked Big Mike suspiciously. 

”Don’t worry about us with you, Brown. Your people don’t let us in on 
nothing they wouldn’t tell any citizen. Besides, I figure you can be useful, like 
now, so I wouldn’t turn you off by spying on you.” 

Big Mike said, ” Okay, go on about the machine guns.” 

Corky said, ”Sure, like I said, me and this other officer have been in this 
Minuteman outfit for the past year. Mainly what we’ve been doing is collecting 
arms to store. But we were never let in on where it was stored. We donated 
stuff from the department to stay acceptable but they didn’t really trust us until 
tonight. 

” Anyhow, they’re mostly screwballs and the band gets decimated because 
they get jailed for one thing or another. Finally me and this other officer had 
seniority over most of the band so the leader took me and him out to this cache 
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with thirty cases of depth charges. They’re these small pattern charges shot 
from destroyers, not the bulky oil drum type. A sailor in San Diego swiped 
them from the base down there. 

”So we went out to this desert land tonight with a truck load of these depth 
charges. Then the leader dug around and opened a trap door. Under that was 
a room with an arsenal you wouldn’t believe. 

”Now what I want is for you to get about a dozen of your guys together, 
right now, and let’s go out there and clean that place out. Then we can split 
fifty-fifty. It has to be tonight because my partner will report it, probably this 
morning.” 

*Tt sounds great,” said Big Mike. But why didn’t you get Jack and Charlie 
to get the stuff?” 

”Those shitheads?” said Corky. ”I wouldn’t trust either of them with any- 
thing. Besides, Jack’s too straight and Charlie’s too crooked.” 

” Another thing, then,” said Big Mike. ”If we should rip off this arsenal 
and split with you, what would you do with your half? Like, what’s the use of 
us getting this if you’re going to start peddling all this super illegal weaponry 
and get busted. Then when they break you, you implicate us and the Treasury 
people are all over us. I don’t know if it’s worth the risk.” 

”*Don’t worry about that,” said Corky. ”I’m not going to peddle the stuff. 
I’m going to store it away for my group. I’m organizing some guys in the depart- 
ment for when they start disarming the police. It’s sort of like the Minutemen 
but we’re all police officers. They’re alright but I don’t trust them yet. 

”You know, the only weapon we’re allowed to take home is our pistol. That’s 
the truth. We have shotguns in the cars and in special instances they issue all 
kinds of weapons but then they take them all back.” 

Big Mike said, ” You got me all choked up, Corky. But look, if we do this 
and it’s some kind of trap, you won’t be around to get any commendations. You 
know that, don’t you?” 

” Agreed, no sweat,” said Corky. ”Now let’s get to it. You'll need about a 
dozen guys and the camper and any other trucks you can get. I’ve got my jeep 
and that will carry a lot.” 

Big Mike called up Noah and told him to pick up Pinocchio and Pigpen. 
Then he called Black Bart and had him pick up Ape and Ginch. Next, Gorilla 
Snot, Samson, Gargantua and Indian were called. Big Mike told them to leave 
their colors at home as they did not want anyone recognized. 

The troops were to assemble at the corner of San Fernando and Fletcher 
Drive in Glendale. Big Mike got into the camper and tore over to the fleabag 
hotel where Paranoid George was crashing. He was followed by Corky in the 
jeep. 

When they got there they went past the desk and the little old hotel manager 
and went upstairs to Paranoid George’s room. After pounding on the door for 
about a minute and hollering, Big Mike just hauled off and kicked the door down. 
The place was untastefully decorated with pornographic pictures and Playboy 
foldouts and pictures of puppies and kittens. The floor was littered with beer 
cans and wine bottles. Paranoid George was unconscious on a mattress on the 
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floor in the corner. Big Mike shook him but he was completely out and would 
not wake up. He was wearing his colors so Big Mike took them off before picking 
him up and slinging him over his shoulder. 

The little old hotel manger came to the door and said, ” What are you people 
doing with that guy?” 

Corky took out his badge and flashed it to the manager. ” Police officers,” 
he said. ” Don’t interfere and you'll be alright.” 

The manager said, ”I don’t want any trouble, officers. I would like it if you 
would take that character off someplace where he can’t find his way back.” 

He followed them down the hall chattering on, ” You know what he done 
tonight? He brought three teenage girls up here and they had a party. Then 
his neighbor wanted to share and you know what he done, he beat that fella up 
and kicked him downstairs. Then he went in that fella’s room and took all his 
belongings and threw them out the window. Jesus, I don’t want him back and 
what about my door?” 

Corky said as they went down the stairs, ”It’s okay. He’ll fix the door. And 
you treat him right. He’s a special government agent.” 

The old man was dismayed. ”The government I pay my taxes to uses that 
person for an agent. Oh shit! I sure wish you would fix it so he didn’t get back 
here.” 

Big Mike and Corky ignored the old man and went out. Big Mike unloaded 
Paranoid George into the back of the camper and they each got into their own 
vehicles and drove off. 

When they got to the assembly point, all the bikers Big Mike had picked 
were there. Ginch had his panel truck and Black Bart and Indian both had 
pickups. Noah had a Landrover and Gargantua was there with his old hearse. 

By this time it was three a. m. and they all sped off down the San Bernardino 
Freeway. They drove madly when they got out into the desert and reached the 
site of the cache just before five. 

On the property was a derrick someone had erected probably to drill for 
water. There was also a house trailer with no one living in it. 

Paranoid George was awake by now and got out of the camper and joined 
the others as Corky led them to the cache and they began digging. In moments 
they came to the trap door. Corky opened it and flashed a light down into the 
cache. 

It was just as Corky had said. The cache was a regular bunker. It was 
a room over eight feet high and twenty feet long and about sixteen feet wide. 
There was an unused sleeping cot in one corner and a small but well equipped 
chemical laboratory at the rear of the bunker. 

The bikers all climbed down the ladder and examined the rows of crates 
holding the goodies. There were indeed a dozen disassembled thirty caliber 
machine guns. Other cases held one hundred and forty Thompsons. 

They were all delighted to find five cases of tear gas grenades and even 
more thrilled to find ten cases of fragmentation grenades. There were twenty 
thousand rounds of forty-five caliber ammunition which could be used both in 
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the sub-machine guns or in the eighty unused forty-five automatics they found. 
There were also fifty thousand, thirty caliber rounds for the machine guns. 

There were two hundred M-1 carbines with paratrooper stocks along with 
forty thousand rounds for them. As if that were not enough, there were eight 
hundred pounds of C-4 plastic explosive blocks with enough detonators for the 
hundreds of separate blocks. There were also the thirty cases of depth charges. 

Under Big Mike’s direction they took out all the cases of a given type weapon 
at once. Outside, the cases were divided. Half went into the camper and half 
went into Corky’s jeep. When the camper and the jeep were full, they went on 
with the same system with the rest. 

Paranoid George approached Big Mike and Corky and said, ” Hey man, why 
not just shoot this goddam cop and us take it all? That way we get a jeep too.” 

Big Mike said, "That wouldn’t be right, Paranoid. He might put us onto 
some other stuff.” 

Corky said to Big Mike, ” You sure know how to make a guy feel secure.” 

The last to be loaded with the laboratory. Big Mike didn’t want it and 
neither did Corky. Gargantua took it for himself as he was a chemistry nut 
from way back. 

Most of the cases had the number nine marked on them. Corky told Big 
Mike the nine meant that was the ninth storage place. He had heard there were 
about thirty in southern California. 

He was saddened by the idea that he would probably never see another such 
bunker as he couldn’t risk facing his Minuteman leader again. The leader might 
be persuaded that it was the other cop but he would probably just put them 
both on the Minuteman death list. 

By seven a.m. they were loaded up and back on the road. A couple of 
miles down the highway they met a column of super fuzz. There were three U. 
S. Government cars, a red fire chief’s car with its light flashing and three big 
Army trucks. They were going way over the speed limit so wherever the other 
cop was riding he didn’t notice Corky’s jeep or they would have been stopped. 

The bikers had planned to stop soon for breakfast but after seeing the gov- 
ernment column they split up at the next crossroad and each vehicle traced a 
separate route as soon as they hit any kind of intersection. 

With their heavy loads and the circuitous routes they had to take, it was 
eleven-thirty a.m. before they all got to Corky’s place. 

They unloaded his share into a large U-Haul trailer he had just rented. He 
knew the other cop would suspect him, so he did not want the stuff around 
when the department came to search. 

Then the bikers left Corky and went to Gargantua’s house in Forest Lawn. 
They unloaded all the cases from the vehicles and took them into his front room. 
When they were all spread out on the floor, the bikers opened up the cases and 
commenced to divide the weapons. 

It was agreed that half the loot was club property and the other half was 
divided up among the troops who raided the arsenal. Only the six, thirty caliber 
machine guns were held as exclusive club property. Since there were only six of 
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them, Big Mike reasoned that to give three to three of the troops would only 
cause a lot of jealousy which could lead to inter-club murder. 

When all the weapons and ammo were strung out all over the room, the 
bikers began dividing it. Gargantua’s wife, Andra and his little girl, Ariel were 
thrilled that Gargantua was going to take care of the club’s half. 

Ariel was allowed to play with everything but the grenades. She liked the 
Thompson sub-machine gun best. Gargantua gave her one for being good and 
she was overjoyed to be the only little kid in the graveyard to own a tommy 
gun. 

When the arsenal was divided, Gargantua set aside the club’s share in the 
bedroom. The bikers had their individual shares in piles and they all partied 
or slept until dark. Then, on Gargantua’s direction, they went all over the 
cemetery burying the club’s share in freshly dug graves and under bushes and 
trees. 

They all were agreed that the club’s share would make their group the most 
heavily armed bikers in the country. They felt confident of being able to establish 
control over any area when society collapsed. When they had all the weaponry 
buried the bikers took their individual arsenals and went off to their favorite 
haunts. There they hid the weapons under floors, in attics and closets. As 
drunk as the bikers ever got, not one of them ever mentioned the weapons to 
anyone not in on the raid. 
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Many Americans are becoming more insecure as they realize the worthless- 
ness of their money. When the government dumped the silver certificates they 
issued Federal Reserve notes, which do not have as much real value as Japanese 
occupation currency. At least, the Jap money is wanted by collectors. 

Since the money is not backed up by gold or silver, it must be backed up 
by the people’s confidence in the government. The bikers are of the opinion 
that anyone who has confidence in the government has the social awareness of 
a cockroach. 

One of Big Mike’s church friends fretted over the money situation until he 
decided to exchange his Federal Reserve notes for Mexican gold. He runs a 
janitorial service and often hires Big Mike’s troops so they all got gold fever. 

The janitor is imbecilic, even when sober, so the bikers decided to wait 
and see if he could make the exchange before trying it themselves. Naturally he 
screwed it up but brought back lessons in how to combat Mexican swindlers and 
the drinking water. He was unsuccessful in both and his anti-Greaser tirades 
were very instructive to the bikers. 

He had taken ten thousand dollars to Mexico and had managed to contact 
some people who had gold for sale. A couple of sleazy characters came to his 
hotel room with the gold. He made sure it was real and paid them off and 
invited them to stay for a few drinks and a prayer. He was not sure if it was 
during his fifth or sixth trip to the john since they came, but they switched the 
gold. When he got back across the border he found several bars of iron and a 
metate for grinding corn for tortillas. 

Big Mike decided to get his contacts through a club sponsor in Marana, 
Arizona. In the meantime, they needed a lot of cash for the transaction. 

Turkey was the man he chose for this one. Turkey was a part time counter- 
feiter who just printed enough to make ends meet. He robbed supermarkets on 
the side, so he would not have to work full time at anything. 

He was a righteous biker and did not involve the club in any of his enterprises. 
Big Mike approached him and talked him into printing up a few million in 
hundreds. He did the basic printing and left the dye job to a bunch of the 
bikers. 

Before dying, the bills looked like play money. After the black and two 
shades of green were printed on, the bills had to be dipped individually into a 
brownish, yellowish, greenish tint. Next they had to be blotted between two 
paper towels to remove the excess dye. Then the bills were put into the oven for 
about two minutes to get all the moisture out. When dry, they were wrinkled a 
little bit and rubbed with ground coffee to make them look aged. The finished 
product was beautiful and felt real nice. 

They printed up three million and salvaged two. The bikers partied while 
they worked and a lot of beer equaled a lot of rejects. Big Mike’s two children 
got hold of a lot and flushed at least a half a million down the toilet. 

When the job was done Turkey decided to plunge and he took a million to 
Palm Springs. Through some mishap the Secret Service men caught him and 
threw him in jail. 

Big Mike was enraged, because, as he puts it, ” Counterfeiting is no crime 
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these days. If I forge your name to a check on your bank account, that’s a crime. 
But if I forge it on a piece of blank paper or a bubble gum trading card, it isn’t 
a crime because those things aren’t backed up by anything of value. The silver 
certificates were backed up by silver but the Federal Reserve notes are worthless 
so there was no crime.” 

Big Mike thought it best to leave Turkey in the pound and leave right away 
to exchange the counterfeit money for gold. Turkey would keep until they came 
back wealthy unless the club bondsman could arrange for some reasonable bail. 

His first step for the trip was to contact his sponsor in Marana. The sponsor 
was a right-winger but one of the few who had any sense. He was an old vigilante 
who had sent them six hundred dollars when a couple of renegade Iron Crosses 
ran out on their bail. The club would have been crippled financially if they had 
to raise the money then, so Big Mike was sincerely grateful. 

He wrote the sponsor a glowing letter of thanks. The sponsor wrote back 
that he was just a seventy-year-old preacher living in a one room shack in the 
desert and invited the club out for a party. Big Mike and several of the bikers 
stormed over there to party and the old preacher drank them all under the table. 

He did indeed live in a one room shack but outside was an Olympic sized 
swimming pool. There were a lot of other buildings around the house with 
concrete floors. He put the bikers up in one of them and they figured an army 
could be quartered on the property. 

When it got around that the old preacher had given the Iron Cross six 
hundred dollars, all the political pigs began rooting around for a handout. First 
to be contacted in the search for the sponsor was Ginch. 

Ginch was never accused of brilliance. He was so dumb that he had been 
known to ask other people what he was thinking about. He got a call for Jim 
Warner, of Warner and ” Morrithon,” Inc., the Bobbsey twins of the right wing. 

Ginch told him how to reach the old preacher and the old preacher invited 
him to Marana. Warner acted so weird the old preacher called the clubhouse. 

He said to the biker who answered, ”Hey, this Jim Warner. What’s with 
him? The young Mexican I got working for me won’t be around him. He says 
when that guy walks down the street all the dogs sit down. Is he queer?” 

The biker answered ” Well, naturally I don’t know from personal experience, 
not being of that persuasion. But the guys got a joke about him. They say if 
the goose should replace the handshake, he’d run around with his pants down.” 

When Big Mike called the old preacher about contacts for buying gold, he 
said he knew lots of Mexican underworld types. He could speak fluent Spanish 
and as a one-time regional head of the Arizona Minutemen, he had a line on all 
kinds of talent on both sides of the border. 

He offered to help them plan the money-gold exchange and set up the con- 
tacts. He also agreed to put them up for a few days at his place and rehearse 
them in how to act in Mexico. 

Big Mike chose Noah, Pinocchio, Paranoid George, Ginch, Ape, Ten gun, 
Muskrat, T.R., Gargantua, Russell and Indian. They took the camper and ten 
motorcycles and made a midnight run to Marana. 
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They roused the old preacher out of the sack just before dawn and he let 
them in and broke out the beer. After several hours of partying, they went out 
and played in the pool until lunch about three that afternoon. 

During and after lunch the old preacher lectured them on tourist etiquette 
in Mexico. The only Spanish any of the bikers knew was what they had learned 
from Los Angeles street signs, so he tried to teach them a few basic phrases. 

While the old preacher went on with the Spanish and etiquette lessons the 
bikers all slept like babies. The lessons would have been lost on them anyway 
but the old preacher had a captive congregation so he raved on about Mexico, 
politics and religion. 

Noah should have paid more attention. When he had gone down through 
Tijuana some excitable Federales had shot up his Datsun Jeep. 

He figured he must have made some breech of etiquette but never learned 
what had them so bent out of shape. Two days later, with the Mexican contacts 
agreed on time and place and the entry permits in order, the bikers took off for 
Nogales. 

Noah and Ape stayed back and put on black business suits. With their 
strange looking bearded faces and the starched white shirt fronts they looked like 
two mules peering over a whitewashed fence. They were to pose as missionaries 
and meant to cross over several hours after the bikers. 

When the bikers were about five hours ahead, Noah and Ape got into the 
camper and headed south. When they got to Nogales they went right past the 
American border guards but had to stop for the Mexicans. The Mexican border 
guard examined their permits and out of curiosity, asked Noah what they meant 
to do in Mexico. 

Noah waved his bible in the guard’s face and said, ” We’re on a mission for 
the Lord High God. We’re here to bring the word of the Lord to sinners. We’re 
going to drive Satan down to Guatemala or someplace.” 

Ape chimed in, ” Yeah, we’re gonna give you people a break.” 

The guard answered, gently, ” We have churches in Mexico, Senor.” 

Ape said, ” You do? No shit, man; I didn’t know that.” 

And he didn’t. 

The guard was puzzled by the odd pair but waved them on. As they headed 
down the road, he looked at his partner and, tapping his head, he said, ” Loco 
bastardos!” 

Part of the plan was that the bikers were to wait in Magdalena, the first 
town past Nogales. They were not there an hour before they had a full scale 
riot going. 

They had gone into a combination restaurant and cantina and sat down at 
a table. They did not know they could have ordered a fair American style lunch 
or decent Mexican food. Instead, they ordered burritos and tamales and other 
Mexican garbage they were familiar with in California. 

Indian liked the weaker chili sauces he was used to. There was a bowl of 
super hot sauce on the table and he put it all over his burritos. After one gulp 
of the real stuff, he was clawing the air. He was afraid to drink the water, so he 
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ran to the bar and downed a customer’s beer. The customer was one of a dozen 
soccer champs touring the area and was in the cantina profiling for the peons. 

Indian would have paid for the beer but the soccer types loved a brawl as 
well as anyone, so the thing was on. The soccer player punched Indian in the 
chest and knocked him over the table Big Mike and Ginch were eating at. In 
seconds all the bikers were up and hurling themselves at the soccer types. 

Big Mike was yelling, ” No weapons. No weapons.” 

The old preacher had lectured him on the danger of getting into trouble and 
staying years in a Mexican jail. Besides, he wanted his troops to make a good 
impression wherever they went in Mexico. 

Both groups were, by nature, strong, aggressive and able to take a lot of 
punishment. So aside from throwing punches and tables and chairs at each 
other, there was little damage done except to the cantina. 

A squad of Mexican police rushed in swinging clubs and were attacked by 
both bikers and soccer types. The chief got to the middle of the room a and 
fired a couple of shots into the ceiling. 

The fighting stopped and the chief yelled, ” All Yankees to jail, now.” 

Big Mike hollered back, ” We’re not going to no goddam Mexican jail, man. 
Your guys started it anyhow. And if you shoot any of us, our whole club’ll come 
down here from L.A. and tear this town apart.” 

The chief was not much afraid of that but he knew if he started shooting 
he would not only kill a few Yankee hoodlums but also some Mexican sports 
heroes. That would bring him shit from all directions. 

Like a typical cop anywhere he just wanted to go home to his wife and 
children that night and have a job to come back to in the morning. 

He said to the bikers, ” Okay, no jail. Out of town. Out of town now.” Then 
he yelled at the soccer players in Spanish and the two groups separated. 

When Noah and Ape got to Magdalena they did not have to search long 
before they heard the noise of the crowd on the other side of town. They drove 
there and it seemed as if all the townspeople had turned out to watch the bikers. 

While waiting for the camper they were doing all kinds of motorcycle stunts 
for the people. The police were between the people and the bikers and the 
people were screaming ” Ole!” and ” Yankee go home!” and everyone was having 
a good time. The soccer team was yelling insults and throwing an occasional 
rock. 

When the camper made its way through the crowd the bikers all swung in 
behind it. Then they all gave the finger to the town and roared off down the 
road to the gold contact. 

The gold was to be brought to a little village about a hundred miles south 
of Magdalena. The contacts had said they could bring close to a million dollars 
worth of gold and the camper was to be used to smuggle it back in the States. 
Noah and Ape figured they could get back into the States without being searched 
with their pose as missionaries. 

When they got to the village, Big Mike rented the whole top floor over the 
cantina by the village square. Then, inscrutable Oakie that he is, he divided 
the counterfeit money equally among his troops. 
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The bikers figured they might have to wait around a few days until the 
contacts could raise all the gold. In the meantime, they went on a spending 
spree that set the little village on its ear. They all bought the loudest serapes 
and big Mexican sombreros and by nightfall they looked like the most godawful 
bunch of clowns ever seen. 

Paranoid George took up with the only prostitute in town and she led him 
to her room. After making out and partying with her, he went to sleep and she 
rolled him. 

She took the money and decided to pack and leave her pimp. The pimp saw 
her going down the stairs of the little hotel by the cantina. He knew she had 
been with a biker and heard they were all throwing American hundred dollar 
bills around. He understood she was heading out when he saw her suitcase. His 
status as the only pimp in the village would be shot to hell unless he took to 
peddling his goat. He blocked her way and grabbed her purse. 

When he saw the great wad of hundred dollar bills he was so amazed that 
she was able to grab the loot back and run. She tore into the cantina waving 
the wad of bills in from on her with the pimp chasing after. 

Big Mike and some of the bikers were lounging around the bar and saw 
the woman come in. They sized up the situation immediately. They had seen 
Paranoid George with her and figured he had given her the money to hold for 
him and this Mexican bandito was trying to take it. 

While Indian wrenched the money away from the prostitute, Big Mike and 
the others took care of the pimp. The gang stomping they gave him was a work 
of art. It would be retold and embellished when other bikers made their poor 
boasts on the subject. 

When the pimp woke up in the infirmary hours later, the first thing he did 
was to call his brother. This brother was a captain at a nearby militia post. 

The pimp told him the Yankees had been spending like madmen and if they 
all had as much as the one his woman had serviced, there would be thousands. 
He said they were probably bank robbers and it would be a legitimate thing to 
bring a squad of men and relieve them of their booty. They could easily keep 
half or more for themselves. 

While the pimp was arranging things with his brother, three Mexicans wear- 
ing trench coats got there with the gold. Big Mike took them to the main room 
upstairs and all the bikers followed. Just then, Paranoid George lurched in 
yelling that he had been robbed. Indian handed him what he had taken from 
the prostitute and he sat down on the couch and began counting it. 

At the sight of his money the three Mexicans drooled. Then they emptied 
three brief cases onto the table. The gold was wrapped in newspaper and as 
they unwrapped the bars, Big Mike weighed them on a scale he had brought. 

When he finished he said, "Hey, man, there isn’t over eighteen grand here. 
You told the old guy you’d bring about a million.” 

The Mexican who could speak English said, ” We could not get a million in 
gold, Senor. We thought the old one was mad. We have sold him gold before 
but not in that amount.” 
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Noah chimed in, ” Yeah, but you’re not selling it to him; you’re selling it to 
us. You should have brought more. We did. Show him, guys.” 

The bikers took out their money and threw it on the table. Then they each 
took some of the bars of gold and put them in their pockets. 

At the sight of all that cash, the Mexicans went wild. They were laughing 
and pounding each other on the back and jabbering excitedly. 

Big Mike interrupted their glee and said, ” What’s the party about, you guys? 
You're not gonna get all this money.” 

The spokesman said, ”Oh, but we are, Senor.” Then he signaled his dumbest 
looking honcho and the fellow pulled out a Thompson sub-machinegun from 
under his trench coat and pointed it at the bikers. 

The other two Mexicans went over to the table and started stuffing the 
money into their brief cases. Big Mike looked at the gun for a minute then he 
walked over, snatched it away and hit the gunman in the mouth. 

The spokesman looked on in shocked surprise while his partner continued 
madly packing the bills away. Even when he saw Big Mike holding the gun, he 
went on with his work and the spokesman angrily whacked him on the side of 
the head with a brief case. 

Big Mike said to the spokesman, ” You know, your gunny isn’t very swift. A 
Thompson won’t fire with the bolt in the forward position. It has to be pulled 
back, like this. 

” When you guys get back to the city with your money, I suggest you buy an- 
other Thompson and some ammo and practice. Only people who don’t practice 
make the mistake of leaving the bolt closed. Sloppy.” 

The spokesman said, ” You mean you will still give us the money?” 

Big Mike replied, ”Sure, I’m all heart. Besides, we might do business again.” 

The spokesman thanked him profusely over and over while Big Mike counted 
out the money. Being good natured, he rounded it out to twenty thousand. He 
did not intend to take it back to the States anyway but he was not going to just 
give it away. 

When the spokesman pocketed the money, he and his partner began to 
punch and kick the disarmed gunman. He turned on them and beat them both 
up while the bikers laughed and drank beer. 

While the Mexicans were fighting there was a banging on the door. Ginch 
opened it and the bikers saw a Mexican Army captain, the pimp with his face 
all bruised and puffed and two privates with rifles at port arms. 

The captain shouted something in Spanish and the pimp translated, ” He say 
Yankee imperialismo all arrest.” 

Big Mike stuck the Thompson in the captain’s face and said to the pimp, 
”Tell him he’s full of shit.” 

The other bikers had all drawn forty-five automatics and pointed them at 
the doorway. Noah went over and disarmed the privates and gave them each a 
wad of bills. 

Then they invited them in and treated them each to a bottle of beer. A mob 
of about fifty soldiers were milling around outside the building and Big Mike 
sent the pimp to tell them to cool it until their captain came down. 
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When the pimp came back, Big Mike and he talked, with occasional inter- 
ruptions from the captain. From what Big Mike could make out of the pimp’s 
sketchy English, the Mexicans wanted to avoid a fight. 

They had planned to jail the bikers and take the money but now they would 
be content just to get the money. The captain did not like the looks of the 
armed and obviously proficient Yankee killers. When the bikers examined the 
trashy rifles and laughed and gave them back to the privates, the captain was 
even more unnerved. 

The pimp told the bikers that if they did not give up the cash the captain 
would have the border closed. They could not escape and when they were 
captured they would never get out of jail. 

Big Mike said, ” Okay, you can have the cash. And I know you mean to keep 
all or most of it. But if we don’t get back across the border, I’ll tell your officials 
how much you took and you'll have to account for all of it. 

”Now what I’m going to do is this; I’m going to pour gasoline on the cash 
and take it outside. Then I’m going to have my boys take off while I stand over 
the money with a torch and if any of your boys get trigger happy, itll burn 
before you can reach it.” 

Then Noah said to the captain, ”Some of your men probably don’t care 
nothing about the money. Just so they don’t start shooting, anyway, you’re 
going up the road a piece until he gets out and catches up to us.” 

The pimp translated that and then he and Ginch were sent down to get 
he gas can out of the camper. They had a little row with some soldiers who 
wanted to arrest Ginch and some others who wanted to stomp him. The pimp 
told them all to hang loose and he and Ginch soon came back up with the gas. 

The bikers put the money in a waste basket and drenched it. Then they 
made a torch out of a stick by tying a towel around it and drenched that too. 

They all went outside and Big Mike lit the torch. Ginch poured the cash on 
the ground and kicked it around so it would all go up at once if lit. 

Big Mike stood over the money holding the torch high and pointing the 
Thompson at the soldiers while the bikers roared out of the village. Noah and 
Ape hustled the captain to the camper and the three gold dealers split in the 
opposite direction. 

When the others were well away, Big Mike went to his bike and started its 
engine. Then he threw away the torch and raced down the street while the 
soldiers broke and pounced on the money, fighting like dogs over a bone. 

When he got about a mile up the road he found the bikers waiting for him. 
They could hear a lot of shooting in the village and when they let the captain 
go, he went running and screaming back to the action. 

The bikers unloaded the gold bars and their weapons into the camper and 
Noah and Ape dressed back into their black suits and drove off. They all sped 
back at ninety miles per hour until they reached Magdalena and then they 
slowed only enough to get by the law. 

When they were through the town they revved up again and sped the last 
leg of the distance to the border. The plan was for the camper to get to the 
border crossing just before the bikers arrived. The bikers would then crowd in, 
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causing a loud disturbance as a diversion and the camper would most likely be 
waved through without being searched. 

While passing some bikers, Noah accidentally nudged Indian’s handlebar 
and Indian went off the road and end over end into a meadow. He could have 
regained his balance when nudged had his rear wheel been free from oil. But 
he had let his chain oiler adjusting screw get loose and his rear wheel was as 
slippery as glass. 

Indian was an expert at laying a bike down at ninety miles per hour and he 
would do it at the slightest provocation. He had had more wrecks than anyone 
else in the club. 

Noah skidded to a halt and ran over to Indian and kicked him to see if he 
was still alive. Indian was knocked out and had a bad cut on his forehead but he 
had no broken bones. His scooter was pretty badly banged up, so they loaded 
it into the back of the camper and put Indian up front.’ 

It was three in the morning when they got to Nogales. They stopped the 
camper a few blocks from the border check station and unloaded Indian and 
his bike. When he was safely seated behind Ginch, the bikers tore madly after 
Noah and Ape. 

Noah drove right by the Mexican guards and stopped on the American side. 
The bikers roared up and surrounded the camper and Big Mike and the others 
pulled Noah and Ape out and proceeded to give them pretty realistic thumping. 

The American guards put in a quick call to the police and fired a couple of 
rounds into the air to get the biker’s attention. 

Then Paranoid George and Ginch walked back to get Indian’s scooter while 
Big Mike raged at the guards. 

He really put his heart into it as he yelled, ” Those dirty bastards run our 
brother off the road. Look at his goddam face and wait ’til you see his bike. A 
couple of the guys are getting it now.” 

Noah butted in with, ”Oh, but Sir, it was an accident, Sir. We even offered 
to take the poor motorcycle person to a hospital. But these people want to kill 
us and I tried to tell them that’s no expression of Christian love. . .” 

At this time two squad cars pulled up and the bikers were soon surrounded 
by police. The guards told Noah and Ape to take off and that they would hold 
the bikers and give Noah at least a half hour to get away. 

Noah took the time to dramatically bless the guards and the police and even 
the bikers. Then he started the unsearched camper and drove off. 

They went around the corner and waited the half hour for Big Mike and the 
others. Then Paranoid George and Ginch wheeled Indian’s bike up and loaded 
it into the back of the camper and they all headed for home. 
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Most bikers don’t get jerked off the street for doing stuff on their bikes. 
It’s for doing other things, like thumping on somebody or taking a pot shot at 
someone. 

You read about the rising crime rate and how many people are arrested and 
how few convictions and so forth. Well, to get on the unconvicted list, the 
first thing you learn is when you get busted, man, just keep your mouth shut. 
Because it’s not going to do you one bit of good to tell ’em anything. 

It does you no good to talk even if you’re innocent, which is unlikely. No 
matter what you tell ’em you don’t have a prayer, see? So the general procedure 
is to keep your big yap shut. 

That’s one of the problems Muskrat had; he couldn’t keep his mouth shut. 

After that shootout with Fuzzy and Whodat, the Sheriff’s deposition showed 
that Ten-gun kept his mouth shut and I kept my mouth shut but Muskrat raved 
on for about fifteen minutes. 

Mostly he told the truth so we didn’t get crossed up later. And since the 
other two of us hadn’t said anything when we were in captivity, when we got 
out we could get our stories straight. 

Like I say, first thing is you keep your mouth shut. If the Man’s going to bust 
you and you don’t give him any cooperation, well that’s just too bad because 
that’s your constitutional right. You’re not on trial. 

As soon as you get in you’re allowed one phone call. In a club, you either 
make that to the treasurer or to the president. And when you do, they’ll decide 
the next move. Usually the next move is to get the guy out immediately and 
the bail money comes out of the club treasury. 

Let’s take the steps in what happens when a guy gets busted. Let’s say it’s 
felony bail twelve hundred and fifty dollars. So it’s going to cost a hundred and 
a half to spring him. All he does when he gets busted is he keeps his mouth 
shut and stays cool. We’ll get him out right away. 

If it’s really astronomical bail like twenty-two grand, he still has to keep his 
cool. The club may have to leave him in there for three or four days or longer. 
He may wait several days before his arraignment when they set up his trial date, 
at which time they will most likely lower his bail. 

Usually, if a guy’s sitting around in the pound for awhile, unless it’s a federal 
case like counterfeiting or something like that, they’ll lower the bail just to relieve 
the crowded conditions. 

When they busted the three of us awhile back, bail was twenty-two thousand 
apiece. Okay, that’s what the D.A. tried to set it at. So we just kind of laughed 
at him, you know. 

So it went to the judge and our bail bondsman called the judge and said, 
” Look, this is just shooting into an inhabited dwelling. That’s twelve-fifty felony 
bail.” 

So we’re out on twelve-fifty apiece felony bail, meaning it cost us four hun- 
dred and fifty to get out. But let’s say we’re going to be in there for a while; 
say one guy got busted on a murder rap. 

The first thing that’s going to happen is they fingerprint and charge you. 
They’ve got to charge you with something. A lot of time they charge you with 
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the wrong thing. If you’re smart, you can just look at the rap sheet and see 
what they’re charging you with and figure, hell, they haven’t got a case and 
they’re going to dismiss it anyway. 

You know yow’re guilty of something and you know what it was you were 
guilty of. But if it wasn’t what they charged you with, you’ve just hung ’em 
out to dry because there’s nothing they can do. 

Anyway, what a lot of people don’t seem to realize is that you’ve got a whole 
bunch of chances to weasel out of it. First, at the scene of the crime they may 
decide, well, they don’t have enough evidence, so they take you to the pound 
and book you on something. 

Now, once they book you they are stuck with what they booked you for. 
Like, they booked me on a two forty-six, shooting into an inhabited dwelling, 
so they couldn’t up the charge to attempted murder. 

Certainly not unless they come in with a pile of new evidence and that’s not 
too likely. 

Your first chance is that the arresting officer will screw up and put down a 
minor charge or one that doesn’t even apply. Your second chance is with the 
D.A. He’ll look at the arresting officer’s report and he’ll throw it out, see, and 
he might even know you’re guilty as hell. 

The reason for this is that they’re starting to look at how much this is going 
to cost. The crime rate has gone up so fantastically, their dockets are crowded 
and their money doesn’t stretch. It’s got to the point where they throw out 
most cases unless the accused has incriminated himself with a loose mouth or 
has pled guilty or has little or no defense. 

If you really want to hang the Man out to dry and you get a misdemeanor 
bust, demand a jury trial. I’ve done this a couple of times. It’s your consti- 
tutional right. Immediately they start back peddling and looking for a way 
out. 

Because, if you’ve got any kind of defense, they'll throw the case out. Say 
some officer wrote you up a ticket for making a left turn on a gravel road at 
ninety miles an hour in a forty-nine Hudson. All you’ve got to do is take a few 
photographs of the road, the car and get a couple of statements, relevant or not, 
from a mechanic. You start showing this stuff to the judge and all he can think 
of is, ”My God, this is going to tie up the court for a week.” 

A guy I know did this about five years ago. He got busted on a misde- 
meanor and the trial went on for like three weeks. It was the most expensive 
misdemeanor trial the city of Glendale ever had. After that they left him alone. 

We could do that if we had to. But in Glendale, the Iron Cross has received 
two tickets and only two. The Man here has never bothered us because it’s our 
home stomping grounds and there’s a lot of mutual respect. 

And maybe they’re afraid of retaliation for simple harassment. The only 
tickets we did get were on Pigpen and Samson for drag racing on their bikes up 
Canada Boulevard at about eighty or ninety miles an hour. The cop wrote ’em 
up for going fifteen miles over the speed limit. 

He had to do something and I had told those jerks not to crap on our own 
home turf. So when they came sniveling to me about the tickets, 
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I just said, ”That’s too bad. You asked for it. I told you to behave in 
Glendale.” 

Now if it had been a bum rap, like if they’d gotten stopped and screwed 
over with ”fixit” tickets, it would have been different. They’ll write you up for 
mufflers too loud and this, that and the other. If it was that kind of shit, we 
could fight it. But, hell, they’re going ninety miles an hour up a populated 
street. There’s little kids around there. I know how that would look in front of 
a jury. See, you’ve got to keep this in mind. 

Now, back to how you behave in the pound. Let’s take you, for example. 
Let’s say you get busted for malicious destruction of property with dynamite, 
okay? Well, you get one phone call and you make it to me. 

Then I go look in the club treasury to see what the money situation is. I 
can truthfully say I’ve never left any of my own boys in jail for even twenty-four 
hours. One way or another, by burning credit cards or putting stuff in the pawn 
shop, we’ve gotten the money. 

You can get pretty paranoid in jail. Once you’re out, you can get things 
back in perspective but when you’re in, you tend to think people have forgotten 
you. Say, you call me and then you don’t hear from me for four or five days and 
you think, ” Those finks! They’ve screwed me.” So about this time, if somebody 
was in on it with you, you may start thinking, ”I’ll turn state’s evidence to get 
out of here.” 

That’s primarily what the authorities prey on these days; fear. But if you 
just stop and think about it, you’re not going to get anywhere by turning state’s 
evidence. That guy I told you about robbing this cathouse, one of his buddies 
turned state’s evidence on him for another job. Well this kid got out in a year 
but his buddy, who squealed, is doing ten years in San Quentin. You see, the 
big mouth admitted everything so there was no doubt in the minds of the jury 
about the extent of his crime. 

The guy who kept quiet left that doubt in their minds. The prosecutor is 
always going to tell a sucker that they’ll go easy on him if he squeals. But their 
motto has always been, ” Promise him anything but give him the shaft.” So keep 
quiet. 

But a lot of these jerks just don’t know the system. They panic and start 
looking for any way out just as soon as possible. 

So, okay, let’s say it’s about the fifth or sixth day and you’re thinking, ” Good 
grief, Mike’s forgotten me.” Even so, you keep your mouth shut, see? 

Then you go up for arraignment. Maybe the bail was twenty-two thou- 
sand dollars and the judge says, ” Well, shit, this guy doesn’t have twenty-two 
thousand dollars. Drop the bail down to two thousand dollars.” 

So here’s two thousand dollars bail. Now we’re dealing with a figure that it’s 
worth it to get you out. If it stayed at twenty-two thousand dollars, that means 
we'd have to put up twenty-two hundred with the bondsman, plus furnish the 
security for the twenty-two thousand, okay? 

Now what that means is it would cost the club twenty-two hundred bucks, 
cash, to spring you. Whereas, if you just sit on your duff a week or two, it’s 
only going to cost the club about two hundred on two thousand dollars bail. 
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Another thing a lot of these clowns don’t know is about continuances. Some- 
times, because of a crowded docket, a judge will change your original trial date 
and set it up for months later. Sometimes he’ll do it on your request so you can 
gather more material for your case or because you’re just hoping for some kind 
of miracle. 

If you’re out on bail, a continuance is a groovy thing. Muskrat and Ten-gun 
and I had our case continued five times. By the time we went up for trial, all 
the witnesses had disappeared and the arresting officers, I think half of them 
had quit the force. It was just a real bad scene as far as the prosecution was 
concerned. 

If you’re on the inside, though, a continuance is a drag. But just remember, 
according to law, they have to give you a trial within forty-five days after they 
pick you up, if you insist. 

Generally, if you’re out, it’s a good thing if you can request and get a con- 
tinuance. But if they ask you to take a continuance it probably means they are 
hurting in some way and it would be better to demand your trial as soon as 
possible. 

We had a guy at work who got busted on some kind of traffic goody. His 
trial was near and they tried to get him to accept a continuance and he said, 
” Hell no, ’m not going to take a continuance. It’s my right. I want my trial in 
the forty-five days.” 

What had happened was that they’d scheduled his trial and the officer who 
was a witness against him had fallen off his motorcycle and broken both his legs 
or something. He was hung in a cast and couldn’t possibly be wheeled around 
to testify against this character. 

So here the prosecuting attorney and the judge were trying to sucker this 
guy into a continuance. He says, ” Hell no I want my trial right now.” Well, what 
kind of a trial can you have now when there’s no witness for the prosecution? 

It’s just a waste of time. Plus, he was screaming, ” Jury trial,” so they 
figured, well, the hell with it. 

Anyway, if you’re in on a rap for, say, twenty thousand dollars bail and 
they’re not going to cut it down and the club can’t afford to bail you out then 
you just sit there and do your time for forty-five days. Because then your case 
comes up for trial. 

In forty-five days you’d be amazed at the witnesses that can be ” talked to” 
and the friendly witnesses that can be dredged up from every bar in town and 
all this sort of thing. A lot of times people will unknowingly become witnesses 
simply because they thought you were some place you weren’t. 

Fuzzy and Whodat, they had a case where there was a witness against their 
girl friend and they wanted me to go lean on the guy. And this was just after I’d 
tried to kill them! I just kind of laughed at them and said, ” You people must 
really be sick, thinking ’'m going to lean on some guy for you. You creeps are 
in to me for six hundred bucks.” But that’s the way it’s done. As far as the law 
goes, the only place that we’ve really gotten hung up is with lawyers. Because 
a lawyer is a greedy son-of-a-bitch. And I think any motorcycle club will tell 
you this. 
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Every single time, they want like five hundred bucks out front and they’ll 
double-cross you the first chance they get. And they won’t do the work. 

What they want is some middle class citizen who is scared to death of doing 
six months or a year in the pound. But, for example, say you do get ten years. 
Well, most people only do a year and a half. 

It’s not too bad because you get a chance to learn a trade and all. Besides, 
most of these guys in motorcycle clubs just don’t get that excited about jail. 
That’s why you see ’em with such tremendous arrest records and so few con- 
victions. They’re cool when threatened with a jail sentence so they usually get 
out of it. 

In fact, if you look at the Mafia, they always have records that say, ” Thirty- 
one arrests, two convictions,” that sort of thing. It’s simply because those guys 
know the ins and outs and how to behave themselves and keep their mouths 
shut. 

So, the only thing you really have to sweat is getting caught red-handed 
cramming an ice pick down somebody’s throat or something like that and with 
a whole bunch of witnesses. That’s pretty rare. 

Usually, the stuff you get involved in is something that just isn’t that im- 
portant, like taking a pot shot at somebody. Big deal. 

First they’ve got to catch you. Then they’ve got to prove that you had a 
reason for doing it. And witnesses aren’t much of a problem. A witness isn’t 
all that interested in getting a biker off the street that he’ll take a chance on 
getting a chain wrapped around his head later. 

I’ve found that if you really want to screw somebody up in the courtroom, 
you just go over the the law section in any public library and look up exactly 
what they charged you with. Say you’re charged with a statute, like a 12031 
which is carrying a loaded weapon or a 472, which is counterfeiting, like that. 

You’d be amazed at the solutions that come to mind and the ways to wiggle 
out of it. 

Muskrat put out a book on arrest and he told how you shouldn’t let cops in 
when they come to your door. If they want in and you start pulling the little 
stunts Muskrat wants you to pull, a lot of times you'll find yourself in a lot more 
trouble than you started with. 

Of course, Muskrat has very seldom had the problem of being arrested. The 
one time I got busted with him, he sang like a canary. That was a super big 
mistake. I guess he thought he could outsmart ’em. 

As far as biker’s rights go, you have all kinds of rights on your own turf. The 
trouble comes when you get out on the open road or in another town. 

Say you’re going down to San Diego or Las Vegas. Most of the cops have 
the same opinion of bikers that they have car clubbers. You know, they’re a lot 
a punks. 

Now there’s small rinky-dink, rumpkin clubs that are trying to live up to 
the standards of the Hell’s Angels. The only thing is that they’ll live up to their 
standards until they get into the clutches of John Law, or until the shit comes 
down and they actually have to slug it out or take a shot at somebody. Then 
these little clubs fold up. 
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Their main thing seems to be just to see how many little old ladies they can 
scare and how many little kids they can chase off the sidewalk. And that’s why 
the cops are so down on bikers and you know, in a way you can’t really blame 
‘em. 

In Glendale, there was just us and the Knightriders. We’re both pretty with 
it clubs and can hold our mud and back up what we say and so the cops leave 
us alone. We don’t go looking for trouble. 

In fact, anyone comes into our territory starting up a club, well we didn’t 
ever have to bother. The Knightriders just put ’em out of business. 

There was a little club called the Sadists tried to spring up in Glendale. 

I had mentioned something about them to Bob, head of the Knightriders 
and he said, ”Oh yeah, is this what their colors looked like?” 

He showed me about seven sets of ’em they’d pulled off those characters. 
Because if you can’t hold your mud, man, you don’t have any business flapping 
the colors. 

If there’s a big club around you, join it and add to its strength and yours. 
Don’t try to be a big frog in a small pond by being one of a half dozen jerks 
or even the leader. You'll just get screwed over by cops or another club who 
doesn’t want rumpkins making the whole bike set look stupid. 

The last time we got harassed unmercifully on the freeway coming back 
from the beach, well those cops didn’t know us. They thought we were the 
usual run-of-the-mill jerks like these little creep clubs. 

You can get back at cops for harassment if you want to. If you get, say, a 
*fixit” ticket and you really want to get snotty, and a lot of bikers have been 
doing this lately, is to go to court and start screaming, ” Jury trial.” That gets 
the cop drug off duty or maybe off his free time, to testify. It also pisses the 
judges off because it’s so chickenshit and he has important cases waiting. And 
the fine is the same as if you went and paid at the traffic window. 

This is cutting down on a lot of harassment. If you want to be elaborate 
about it, demand a jury trial even if the judge wants to dismiss the charge. Talk 
about a screwed-over cop when the judge gets around to him! 

A guy I knew in Hawaii had a service like this. He’d sell bumper stickers to 
subscribers so if a cop saw one of them he wouldn’t stop the guy unless he was 
really doing something horrible. 

What would happen if the driver was busted is the lawyer with this service 
would go to court and demand a jury trial. He’d do it even for misdemeanor 
parking tickets. He’d demand a jury trial if a guy was overtime on a parking 
meter and even if the judge wanted to dismiss the case. He was something else. 
He had the court calendar backed up until about the twenty-first century. Out 
of sight! 

One of the reasons you don’t hassle cops much on the road is because a lot of 
times you’re flapping around with a number job. Like, say, if you get a bike out 
of Louisiana, Texas, Alabama, a lot of places down South or back East. Those 
people there, man, I don’t know how they do it. 

Like, out here, if you don’t have straight tail nines and your numbers aren’t 
super copacetic, well, the Man’ll run your scooter in and if it’s a number job, 
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he’ll just rip it off. Then they’ll restamp a state number on it and sell it at 
auction. 

But down in the South, say someone sells you a bike and the numbers don’t 
match those on the title. All you do is get out your handy grinding tool and 
grind off the old numbers and stamp you some new numbers in. 

Man, I’ve seem some weird numbers. I’ve seen numbers like an inch high 
and numbers about one sixteenth of an inch high and nothing that ever came 
out of the Harley-Davidson factory. You start running that stuff around Cali- 
fornia, even the better number jobs, and they'll bag your scoot. So it’s to your 
advantage to be cool around cops unless you’re totally clean. 

Anyway, most of the harassment is brought on us by all the rumpkin clubs 
around the state. For every decent club like the Slaves, the Knightriders, the 
Iron Cross, the Hell’s Angels or some other club that’s bad and knows it and 
can back up what they say, there are ten rumpkin clubs. Some of these slobs 
are the Devil’s Disciples, the Hessians, the 

Vulcans, the Sadists and then there’s the Stillborn, a Burbank club. Para- 
noid George, Samson and Pigpen were going to start a club of their own a while 
back. Bob, of the Knightriders, went over and had a talk with Paranoid and 
told him he couldn’t start another club here in Glendale. They were pissed off 
at me for something, I forget what, anyway they came back to our club then. 
They would have been a rumpkin club because they didn’t have any bail set up 
or anything. 

A lot of times you can have a good club and maybe the guys have a lot of 
class. But if they don’t have any legal knowledge and they don’t know what to 
do if they get busted, the first time the Man comes down on top of ’em they just 
panic and blow apart. And some of those guys might have been good people. 

Maybe such a club can’t even get a bail bondsman. Our bondsman also goes 
the bail for the San Bernardino Angels. Some rumpkin club comes in there and 
he’s not going to do business with them. He has to know they’re righteous and 
won’t skip. And if a member does skip, he has to know the rest of the club will 
make good on the whole bail no matter what. He wouldn’t do business with the 
Devil’s Disciples or any of those other jerks. 

A lot of times you'll find that clubs collapse simply because of that. They 
want to play a role but the reverse side of the coin is having to pay the conse- 
quences when the shit comes down and everybody gets busted. 

The worst time we ever had, we were in Hessian territory. There are some 
super rumpkin clubs down there, like them and the Vulcans and that’s why the 
Man was so hard on us. 

They stopped us three times in less than a thousand yards. Our whole 
formation; bikes, crash trucks and the whole schmeer. They kept hasseling us 
and writing us up. We’d get about three or four hundred yards and a fresh herd 
of cops would come in. 

We finally pulled off the freeway and by the time we got to Glendale we 
figured out what the problem was. We’d just been over at the Vulcan’s clubhouse 
and they were a bunch of super punks. 
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They had a kid who was fifteen years old wearing their colors. Their pres- 
ident was all of five feet tall and a hundred pounds. He must have been sixty 
years old. And you know, the Man gets fed up with that sort of thing and you 
can’t really blame him. 

Sometimes a cop is particularly nasty and he’ll harass you and bug you at 
every turn because he just doesn’t like bikers. You just take down his name 
from the little plaque on his shirt front or from the ticket he gives you. 

Maybe he’s in the phone book and that makes things easy because you want 
to find out where he sleeps. If you have to, you can be in a car and watch for 
him to leave the station when he gets off duty. 

You’ve got to make sure which door off-duty cops come out from. Then you 
see him get into his car and you follow him home. If this is too involved what 
you can do is run a retail credit check on him. It costs about three bucks from 
most agencies and wouldn’t pay if you want a file on every cop on the force. 
But it’s not too much to track down your own private cop you hate. Or maybe, 
instead of a cop, it’s a newspaper reporter who wrote a lot of lies about you. 

What you do is you look up ”Credit Reporting Agencies” in the business 
section of the phone book. If your cop, or anyone else you want to get, is paying 
on a house or car or whatever, he is in a big file and these agencies subscribe to 
that file. They charge usually about three bucks for their service. Aside from 
the address, they give you the record on how much money he makes and how 
much he owes and to whom and what insurance he has and how much he has 
in the bank. 

Okay, so you call up and say you are a small car shop, for instance. They 
don’t check on you. So you tell them something like you trusted this cop for 
some work and he doesn’t come around and you want to send a bill to his home. 
Now, they may also be a collection agency and want to collect the nonexistent 
bill themselves. If they give you any static just shine them on and call another 
agency. There’s a hundred in the book, man. 

So they look it up and say sure, they got him on file. Then you send them 
their fee and your name and mailing address. You don’t need a letterhead 
because you are pretending to be a small shop or maybe a private party who 
just works on odd cars spare time. 

Naturally, you give your right name. These agencies have no reason to send 
their clients’ names to the Man. Even so, big deal, you tracked him down. So 
what? If he’s a real bastard, chances are a lot of other people tracked him down. 

So you really want to hang him out to dry and blow his mind. You don’t 
have to go running amuck through his house or harming his family. Actually, 
this kind of stuff he can combat. And it shows no class anyway. 

What you do is harass him. All you do is call the fire department and say, 
” My house is on fire. Send some trucks,” and give his address. You start sending 
fire engines, cops, the pizza man, ambulances, Sparkletts trucks, TV repairmen. 
Especially, if you start sending them like at four o’clock in the morning or if you 
know the guy’s on a shift and he has to keep getting up and new people keep 
coming in. 

A good one is to call a locksmith at night and tell him you’re this policeman 
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and you locked yourself out of your house and you want him in a couple of 
hours. So the cop wakes up and here’s a guy who has his front door opened and 
is standing there with a bunch of tools. 

That kind of blows the cop’s mind. He might even shoot the poor bastard 
and then he’d have to fill out a form on it and all. There’s a million ways 
you can do it and all it takes is a little thought and determination. If you’re 
harassed, harass back. If you’re busted, be cool and learn your rights. That’s 
the only way they'll respect you and leave you alone. 
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Scooter enthusiasts had started building a way of life even before the Chop- 
per had become popular. The more serious ones began tailoring their machines 
to their own special needs while the weekend riders stuck to trash wagons and 
foreign garbage. 

It’s like people who started out as early as 1925 with a touring car modified 
for living in. Of course, this was just for vacations and the like, but out of that 
came people who lived in them year round and they were a special breed. 

What is important is that, like us, they wanted to live largely independent 
of the establishment. A modern mobile home type looks like most people but 
he’s got tricks you would not believe. And he is closer to us than guys you see 
tooling around on a Yamaha. 

You got a Yamaha, you not only depend on the establishment, you depend 
on the establishment in goddamn Japan, for parts. But a Harley is American, 
red, white and blue. In any service station you got the bolts and nuts that fix 
it and the tools of the rack to take it apart for general maintenance. The fact 
that it often takes a little physical culture to make garage people loan tools is 
beside the point. 

What’s important is that you can jerry-rig a Harley Chopper with parts 
from a dime store. But you can be in some little town with, say, a Honda and 
lose one lousy nut and you’ve blown your whole show. 

So screw those foreign machines. They just put Americans out of work; 
that’s all they do. And they’re tinny, man. They have a buzz that makes them 
sound like toys. The Harley has a deep throated American roar. You know it’s 
around, baby. 

The main reason the Harley-Davidson got to be the number one hard assed 
bike was due to the Second World War. Guys came back restless and wanting 
action, like after any war. 

The Harley was a thrill in itself and it was the cheapest, often war surplus. 
So the ballsiest characters used them for racing and general tearing around. 

As the machines got older, the wiring and parts broke down and the Chopper 
evolved. The original reason for chopping was to make them easier to repair 
and to work on. Along with this came a desire for an all-round sleek machine. 

A full dress Harley, once it becomes old and ratty, is almost impossible to 
work on. You have to pull off the gas tank to get at the carburetor and the wiring 
must have been designed by a mad Russian. I don’t think there is anybody who 
can wire a stock Harley, properly, unless it’s a guy who’s been trained in the 
factory. It’s about the most complicated gobbledy- gook I’ve ever seen. 

When you go to chop a Harley with all the original junk on it, called a 
dresser, you can go one of two ways. If the bike is real clean and in good 
condition but you want to chop it anyway, your best bet is to do it a little at a 
time. But if it’s a real mess to start with, you just tear it all apart and redo it 
completely at the beginning. 

For a dresser, one week you throw in a set of slugs, or pistons, in the front 
forks to make them longer. On a stock bike this raises the center of gravity, 
which gives you a better feel of the road, adds comfort and makes it easier to 
lean into a turn. 
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Of course, if you have fairy forks, those extended way out front, you have 
something that might look great on a showroom floor but isn’t very roadworthy. 
The long, dainty forks demand a wider radius to turn in and therefore are almost 
impossible in traffic. Aside from less maneuverability, the juncture at the fork 
and the frame has a lot more pressure on it and if weak will cause the bike to 
break in half. That can be unnerving at eighty miles an hour. You also lose a 
lot of the advantage of the springers due to the angle of the forks. 

The forks can make or break your bike as far as maneuverability and safety 
are concerned. Along with the choice of forks is the choice of frames. 

There are two kinds of frames. One is the swinging arm rear wheel suspension 
which has two arms attached to the frame and then to the rear wheel. These 
have hydraulics which give more comfort and bounce. 

The other is the rigid frame to which the rear wheel is attached without any 
hydraulics. 

Harley springers are very popular because when chromed they look prettier 
than glides. Glides are kind of dumpy looking and they are aluminum so they 
can’t be chromed easily. 

A lot of chopper magazines say people run springers because they look pret- 
tier and they choose rigid frames because they can put upswept pipes on them. 
Well, they do look better but the main reason the rigid frames and springer 
forks are so popular is they give the bike a lot better control. 

When you have a bike that weighs around five hundred pounds and there’s 
a lot of hydraulics between you and the road like shock absorbers over both 
wheels, you lose a lot of feel of the road, especially on curves. 

On a Harley with a rigid frame and springers, if you go through a mud 
puddle or an oil slick and your rear wheel starts to lose its grip, you'll be able 
to feel it, like right now, and you can correct. 

On the other hand, a friend of mine was running a Harley with glides on 
the front and more hydraulics on the rear. Anyway, his rear wheel started 
skidding and, riding that featherbed, he couldn’t feel the skid in time to correct 
it. Naturally, his bike went down and he rolled about fifty feet. 

Even so, he would have been alright if he had just tucked in. When you fall 
off a scooter the thing to do is just tuck your chin in and curl yourself into a 
ball and hope you don’t fetch up against anything solid. 

He was doing alright, flopping along the pavement, until nearly the end of 
his roll. Then he put his hands out to stop himself because he thought he was 
going off this pier into the ocean. That got him a broken wrist but he still 
considered himself lucky not to have been killed. 

After that he put a springer front end on his bike and he took the shock 
absorbers off. Then he welded struts where the shock absorbers were so he’d 
have a rigid frame. 

Anyhow, the rigid frame and springers are super popular with the chopper 
set. So popular that we are now manufacturing springers in a garage. 

We use 1020 steel, which is what Harley uses. Nearly all the manufacturers 
of springers besides us and one other firm use 4130 chrome Moly. This is aircraft 
tubing and has been around since the early thirties. 


114 


CHAPTER 12. CHOPPING A HARLEY: BY MIKE BROWN (AS TOLD 
TO KURT SAXON) 


It’s designed to be extremely light. It’s really not all that functional on a 
motorcycle. Anyway, unless you preheat and post-heat it, you set up stresses in 
the metal and the welds have a tendency to crack. 

Several of the larger firms that have been manufacturing these springer front 
ends have gotten a lot of complaints. I’ve talked to people who have come back 
in Louisiana and said they’d never buy another product from so-and-so, because 
these people got into the business when it started booming and they didn’t know 
what they were doing. 

They didn’t bother to road test anything like most of your car manufacturers 
do. Consequently, there’s a lot of parts floating around the country, especially 
custom parts, that are extremely dangerous. 

Now, these springers we’re making are selling for ninety-seven dollars and 
fifty cents. The price of springers from the old Army 45 cubic inch motorcycles 
is seventy-five bucks all through the South. That’s when they can be found. 

That model isn’t very well known. Harley made the little 750 CC, called a 
45 cubic inch, for the Army. They also made springers for it and they put them 
out until about the middle fifties. 

The trouble with these 45’s is that the stem going up through the neck of 
the frame that attaches the springers to the frame on the 45 is fifteen-sixteenths 
of an inch. On a Harley 74, there’s a full inch opening. That sixteenth of an 
inch difference makes it extremely loose and it wobbles and is very dangerous. 

To overcome this you have to change the race cups which are the parts on 
the bottom and top of the frame neck. That’s an involved operation. So our 
springers are a lot less hassle and cheaper in the long run. 

Going back to general chopping, say you’ve got a dresser with springers and 
a rigid frame. You'll first put on a custom seat, then the week after that you'll 
put on a small fender. The next week a sissy bar goes on and like that. Before 
you know it, you’ll have your Chopper. 

Now, my bike was the original reason for chopping. The engine was almost 
destroyed and coated with rust. The third gear in the transmission was all 
pitted and fouled. When you let a transmission sit for any length of time, 
especially in a cold climate like back East, you get condensation and the gears 
pit after awhile. If a bike is to be stored, you can stop pitting by either filling 
the transmission completely with oil or draining it completely. 

When taking a Harley apart to chop it, be sure to save everything, even the 
stuff you don’t intend to put back on. There might be a nut or a bolt there that 
you can use. 

When you’ve got the bike all apart, you first examine your engine. You 
remove the cylinder heads and cylinders and examine the valves and pistons 
and rings to see how badly beaten up they are. If they are in pretty good 
shape, you have saved a lot of money right there. 

Next, you should check the lower end bearing for play. They’re on the bottom 
of the connecting rods. Then take out the transmission, the clutch assembly 
and the primary chain and its inner and outer covers. 

If you have a horse shoe shaped oil tank, you save that. But a lot of these 
later model Harleys have an oil tank that looks like the Statler-Hilton. It’s a 
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great big piece of garbage and it’s practically useless on a Chopper. 

You save the rear wheel and brake assembly and the brake linkage. All you’ll 
usually have to do to a wheel is to respoke it and chrome it. If you exchange a 
wheel at most Chopper shops, it’l] bankrupt you. They want like fifty bucks on 
an exchange. 

A sizable club usually has it’s own wheel respoking and truing equipment. 
Such equipment isn’t all that expensive and with a lot of guys using it, it saves 
a lot of beer and gas money. 

A club should also have a small welding set plus a lot of special Harley tools. 
A small lathe will prove indispensable in time. Big clubs that have all this 
stuff don’t have all the financial problems that the poor slob out in central Los 
Angeles has who can’t afford it. Or maybe he’s a rumpkin and nobody wants 
him. Consequently, he pays premium prices for everything. 

Getting back to the subject; you save the front forks even though they’re 
usually pretty roachy. You have to take off the shields, or coverings, on them 
and the Harley-Davidson head light. It doesn’t look like a head light. It’ more 
like a big old plane spotter so it has to go. 

If you’ve waded through this, let’s say you finally have all the parts off and 
are down to the rigid frame. To start building it back up, you first fit a peanut 
tank and a rear fender on it. Rear fenders are pretty cheap. You can buy one 
of them from a Chopper shop for about nine dollars. 

A new peanut tank costs thirty dollars. You can get a used one for fifteen 
dollars. Sometimes you can scrounge one from a little Mustang or other old 
bike for maybe five dollars. 

You usually have to drill a hole in the frame to bolt the rear end of the tank 
down. Several holes have to be drilled in the rear fender. The rear fender not 
only bolts onto the frame but also to the oil tank. 

Then, if you’re going to have a buddy pad in back of the operator’s seat, 
instead of just one long seat, you’ll have to drill about four more holes in the 
fender for that. You also drill a hole in the fender for your sissy bar. 

Once you get all this set up to where you know where your tank and fender 
go, then you do any molding off of sharp corners and get down to the painting. 

What really sets the righteous Choppers off from the rumpkins is the paint 
job. I’ve seem paint jobs done with spray cans that looked like they’d been done 
with a brush in the hands of a child. A lot of them look awful. 

If you get a compressor, and most sizable clubs have them, you are set up to 
do professional paint jobs. Before painting, however, take the frame, tank and 
fender to a sandblaster. They are in the phone book and are the only ones who 
can give you the surface you want to paint on. 

After you’ve applied from eight to fifteen coats of paint, for long life, you 
wax your surfaces. While you’re putting on your layers of paint, you check out 
all your engine parts to make sure they are reasonably free from wear. 

You'll find yourself replacing a lot of parts even before you get the machine 
back together. But it’s better you do it now than when you’re on the road. 

When the engine is ready, you go over the transmission. Take off the lid and 
side plates and examine the gears. If they look alright, just throw the whole 
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thing back together. Harley transmissions practically never wear out. 

If it’s a pretty old bike, the oil and gas tanks are likely to be pitted due to 
condensation. This is especially true of the oil tank. 

After a while tiny holes will appear in the top of the oil tank and when it is 
full, it will dribble oil all over the place. These pinholes in both tanks can be 
repaired with a welder. 

Before you put your rear end back together, you should check your rear tire. 
To put up to a thousand dollars work into a bike and then have it go down to 
destruction because of a bald, ten dollar tire is frustrating. 

When all that is taken care of, you check the clutch assembly. Examine the 
clutch plates to make sure the rivets are still tight. Make sure there’s not too 
much oil on them because a lot of times a guy will build a chopper and put on 
an extended front end but doesn’t lengthen the kick stand, so the bike leans 
way over to the left. 

In this case, and it’s pretty frequent when buying a used Chopper, you have 
clutch trouble. If you’ve got a bad oil seal in the transmission, it will dribble 
oil all over your clutch and you’ll wonder why your clutch keeps slipping. 

When you get all this taken care of, you look to your exhaust system. Your 
exhaust system should always be fitted on at a muffler shop because if you buy 
a set of pipes from a Harley shop, the odds are that the pipes you put on aren’t 
going to fit. 

The reason for this trouble is that the Harley head projections that your 
exhaust pipes fit on wear down after about twenty years. So, no two Harleys 
are going to have the same size exhaust port to put your 

header pipe on. 

Yow’re going to have a lot of air being sucked back into the exhaust system. 
You'll then get a lot of backfiring and consequently you’ll burn your valves up 
and they’ll warp. But if you have it done by a muffler shop, they’ll fit nice and 
tight. Besides, muffler shops don’t charge any more and they usually do a better 
job. 

The handlebars on the old model Harleys were like a broomstick stuck 
straight across the front end and were uncomfortable to ride. From there they 
went to these high ”ape hangers.” They just bent the bars and added the needed 
comfort. 

When you rework the front end, if you’ve got springers, all you do is take a 
pair of radius rods from a junk 1940 auto and weld them onto the fork stock to 
replace the main, or back, fork. You then take one inch stock steel for the front 
legs, or spring fork, and you make them about one inch longer than the back 
legs. All this will be your front fork assembly. 

If you do this part yourself, it costs you about ten dollars for materials and 
about fifteen to get the welding done. Altogether, about twenty-five bucks. The 
Chopper shops charge a hundred and thirty. 

A lot of people, especially in California, don’t run front fenders but you 
should. It looks a lot better without a front fender but your front wheel has a 
tendency to throw rocks and small birds in your face. It’s also embarrassing if 
you go through a puddle and get a big brown streak up the front of your shirt. 
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When you get to the wiring, you learn to appreciate a Chopper. The wiring 
on a dresser is hopeless. It can get so old and funky it would cost as much as 
the machine is worth to have it rewired in the old way. 

The original wiring is activated by a triple switch. When it is switched one 
notch to the right, the ignition is on. Two notches and the lights are on. Then 
all the way back to the left turns the main lights and ignition off and the parking 
lights on. 

This makes for a lot of complicated wiring which goes through junction 
boxes in a useless maze, probably to discourage repairs by the owner. That’s 
why bikers devised the system of Chopper wiring, which is about as simple as 
it can get. 

The Chopper wiring has only two simple circuits controlled by two separate 
switches. One handles all front and tail lights and the other handles the ignition. 

This is basically how a Chopper is put together. It is much easier to work 
on and much better looking this way. 

Of course, if you don’t have an old, beat up model to chop and insist on a 
Chopper, you can get a dresser, as mentioned before, and start taking things 
off. 

Old Harleys are becoming so hard to find nowadays that some people even 
resort to buying a brand new trash wagon off the showroom floor. It isn’t 
showing a lot of class to chop one of these but if that’s all you got, that’s all 
you can do. 
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